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PART I 

CHAPTER I 

Promenade 

Coming down the steps of Snooks’ Club, so well worn by 
the apostles of things as they were, on that momentous mid- 
October afternoon of 1922, Sir Lawrence Mont, ninth 
baronet, set liis fine nose towards the c.ist wind, and moved 
his thin legs with speed. Political by birth rather than by 
nature, he reviewed the revolution which had restored his 
Party to power with a detachment not devoid of humour. 
Passing the Remove Club, he thought: ‘ Some sweating 
into shoes, there ! No more confectioned dishes. A wood¬ 
cock—without trimmings, for a change ! ’ 

The captains and the kings had departed from Snooks’ 
before he entered it, for he was not of “ that c.itch-penny 
crew, now paid off, no, sir; fellows who turned their tails 
on the land the moment the war tvas over. Pah! ” But for 
an hour he had listened to echoes, and his lively twisting 
mind, embedded in deposits of the past, sceptical of the 
present, and of all political protcsl.itions and pronounce¬ 
ments, had recorded tvith amusement the confusion of 
patrioti.sm and personalities left behind by the fateful gather¬ 
ing. Like most landowners, he distrusted doctrine. If he 
had a political belief, it was a tax on wheat; and so far as 
he could see, he was now alone in it—but then he was not 
seeking election ; in other words, his principle was not in 
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wife. Sacrifice with safety ! Peace with plenty ! Nos¬ 
trums—ten a penny ! ’ 

Passing the newspaper hubbub of Charing Cross, frenzied 
by the political crisis, he turned up to the left towards 
Danby and Winter, publishers, where his son was junior 
partner. A new theme for a book had just begun to bend 
a mind which had already produced a “ Life of Montrose,” 
“ Far Cathay,” that work of Eastern travel, and a fanciful 
conversation between the shades of Gladstone and Disraeli 
—entitled “ Duet.” With every step taken, from Snooks’ 
eastward, his erect thin figure in Astrakhan-collared coat, 
his tliin grey-moustached face, and tortoise-shell rimmed 
monocle under the lively dark eyebrow, had seemed more 
rare. It became almost a phenomenon in this dingy back 
street, where carts stuck like winter flics, and persons went 
by with books under their arms, as if educated. 

He had nearly reached the door of Danby’s when he en¬ 
countered two young men. One of them was clearly his son, 
better dressed since his marriage, and smoking a cigar- 
thank goodness—instead of those eternal cigarettes; the 
other—ah ! yes—Michael’s sucking poet and best man, 
head in air, rather a sleek head under a velour hat! He 
said: 

“ Ha, Michael! ” 

; “ Hallo, Bart! You know my governor, Wilfrid f 
Wilfrid Desert. ‘ Copper Coin ’—some poet, Bart, I tell 
you. You must read him. We’re going home. Come 
along! ” 

Sir Lawrence went along. 

“ What happened at Snooks ’ ? ” 

“ Le roi est mort. Labour can start lying, KL'chael—elec¬ 
tion next month.” 

“ Bart was brought up, Wilfrid, in days that knew not 
Demos.” 
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“ Ifes, Mr. Desert—wh.it about it f ” 

Desert’s dark face contracted. 

“ It’s an age of par.ndox,” he said. “ We all kick up for 
freedom, and the only institutions gaining strength are 
Socialism and the Roman Catholic Church. We’re fright¬ 
fully self-conscious about art—and the only art develop¬ 
ment is the cinema. We’re nuts on peace—and all we’re 
doing about it is to perfect poison gas.” 

Sir Lavt'rence glanced sideways at a young man so bitter. 

“ And how’s publishing, Michael ? ” 

“ Well, ‘ Copper Coin ’ is selling like hot cakes; and there’s 
quite a movement in ‘ A Duet.’ Wh.it about this for a new 
ad.: ‘ A Duet, by Sir Lawrence Mont, Hart. The most 
distinguished Conversation ever held between the Dead.’ 
That ought to get the psychic. Wilfrid suggested ‘ G.O.M. 
and Dizzy—broadcasted from Hell.’ Which do you like 
best ? ” 

They had come, however, to a policeman holding up his 
hand against the nose of a van hoise, so that everything 
marked time. The engines of the cars whirred idly, their 
drivers’ faces set towards the space withheld from them ; a 
girl on a bicycle looked vacantly about her, grasping the 
back of the van, where a youth sat sidewaj s with his legs 
stretched out towards her. Sir Lawrence glanced again at 
• young Desert. A thin, pale-dark f.ice, good-looking, but a 
hitch in it, as if not properly timed ; nothing outre in dress 
or manner, and yet socially at large j less vivacious than 
that lively rascal, his own son, but as anchorless, and more 
sceptical—might feel things pretty deeply, though! The 
policeman lowered his arm. 

“ You were in the war, Mr. Desert ? ” 

« Oh, yes.” 

“ Air service ? ” 

“ And line. Bit of both.” 
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danger of extinction from the votes of those who had to pay 
for bread. Principles—^he mused— au fond were pocket; 
and he wished the deuce people wouldn’t pretend they 
weren’t! Pocket, in the deep sense of that Word, of course, 
self-interest as member of a definite community. And how 
the devil was this definite community, the English nation, 
to exist, when all its land was going out of cultivation, and 
all its ships and docks in danger of destruction by aero¬ 
planes ? He had listened that hour past for a single mention 
of the land. Not one 1 It was not practical politics ! Con¬ 
found the fellows ! They had to wear their breeches out— 
keeping scats or getting them. No connection between 
posteriors and posterity ! No, by George ! Thus reminded 
of posterity, it occurred to him rather suddenly that his 
son’s wife showed no signs as yet. Two years ! Time they 
were thinking about children. It was dangerous to get into 
the habit of not having them, when a title and estate de¬ 
pended. A smile twisted his lips and eyebrows which 
resembled spinneys of dark pothooks. A pretty young 
creature, most taking; and knew it, too ! Whom was she 
not getting to know ? Lions and tigers, monkeys and cats 
—her house was becoming quite a menagerie of more or less 
celebrities. There was a certain unreality about that sort 
of thing ! And opposite a British lion in Trafalgar Square 
Sir Lawrence thought: ‘ She’ll be getting these to her 
house next! She’s got the collecting habit. Michael must 
look out—in a collector’s house there’s always a lumber 
room for old junk, and husbands are liable to get into it. 
That reminds me : I promised her a Chinese Minister. Well, 
she must wait now till after the General Election.’ 

Down Wliitchall, under the grey easterly sky, the towers 
of Westminster came for a second into view. ‘ A certain 
unreality in that, too,’ he thought. ‘ Michael and his fads ! 
Walk it’s the fashion—Socialistic principles and a rich 



CHAPTER ri 

Home 

The house in South Square, Westminster, to which the 
young Monts had come after their Spanish honeymoon two 
years before, might have been called “ emancipated.” It 
was the work of an architect whose dream was a new house 
perfectly old, and an old house perfectly new. It followed, 
therefore, no recognised style or tradition, and was devoid 
of structural prejudice; but it soaked up the smuts of the 
metropolis with such special rapidity that its stone already 
respectably resembled that of Wren. Its windows and doors 
had gently rounded tops. The high-sloping roof, of a fine 
sooty pink, was almost Danish, and two “ ducky little 
windows ” looked out of it, giving an impression that very 
tall servants lived up there. There were rooms on each side 
of the front door, which was wide and set off by bay trees 
in black and gold bindings. The house was thick through, 
and the staircase, of a broad chastity, began at the far end 
of a hall which had room for quite a number of hats and 
cqats and cards. There were four bathrooms; and not even 
a cellar underneath. The Forsyte instinct for a house had 
co-operated in its acquisition. Soamcs had picked it up for 
his daughter, undecorated, at that psychological moment 
when the bubble of inflation was pricked, and the air 
escaping from the balloon of the world’s trade. Fleur, 
however, had established immediate contact with the 
architect—^an element which Soames himself had never 
quite got over—and decided not to have more than three 
styles in her house: Chinese, Spanish, and her own. The 

7 
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" Well, Mr. Desert, do you find reality in politics 
now 1 ” 

“ Do you find reality in anything, sir i ’* 

“ In income tax, perhaps.” 

Michael grinned. 

“ Above knighthood,” he said, “ there’s no such thing as 
simple faith.” 

“ Suppose your friends came into power, Michael—^in 
some ways not a bad thing, help ’em to grow up—^what could 
they do, eh ! Could they raise national taste ? Abolish 
the cinema ? Teach English people to cook ? Prevent 
other countries from threatening war ? Make us grow our 
own food f Stop the increase of town life ? Would they 
hang dabblers in poison gas ? Could they prevent flying in 
war-time f Could they weaken the possessive instinct— 
anywhere ? Or do anything, in fact, but alter the incidence 
of possession a little f All party politics are top dressing. 
We’re ruled by the inventors, and human nature ; and we 
live in Queer Street, Mr. Desert.” 

“ Much my sentiments, sir.” 

Michael flourished his cigar. 

“ Bad old men, you two ! ” 

And, removing their hats, they passed the Cenotaph. 

“ Curiously symptomatic—that thing,” said Sir Law¬ 
rence ; “ monument to the dread of swank—^most charac-: 
teristic. And the dre.ad of swank-” 

“ Co on, Bart,” said Michael. 

“ The fine, the large, the florid—all off ! No far-sighted 
views, no big schemes, no great principles, no great religion, 
or great art—aestheticism in cliques and backwaters, small 
men in small hats.” 

“ As p.inteth the heart after Byron, Wilberforcc, and the 
Nelson Monument. My poor old Bart! What about it, 
WUfrid ? ” 
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“ That’ll do. Ting. No more, ducky ! No more / ” 

The expression of Ting-a-ling answered : 

“ Well, then, stop, too ! Don’t subject me to torture ! ” 

A year and three months old, he had been bought by 
Michael out of a Bond Street shop window on Fleur’s 
twentieth birthday, eleven months ago. 

Two years of married life had not lengthened her short 
dark chestnut hair ; had added a little more decision to her 
quick lips, a little more allurement to her white-lidded, dark- 
lashed hazel eyes, a little more poise and swing to her car¬ 
riage, a little more chest and hip measurement; had taken a 
little from waist and calf measurement, a little colour from 
cheeks a little less round, and a little sweetness from a voice 
a little more caressing. 

She stood up behind the tray, holding out her white round 
arm without a word. She avoided unnecessary greetings or 
farewells. She would have had to say them so often, and 
their purpose was better served by look, pressure, and 
slight inclination of head to one side. 

With a.circular movement of her squeezed hand, she said : 

“ Draw up. Cream, sir ? Sugar, Wilfrid ? Ting has had 
too much—^on’t feed him ! Hand things, Michael. I’ve 
heard all about the meeting at Snooks’. You’re not going 
to canvass for Labour, Michael—canv.tssing’s so silly. If 
ahy one canvassed me, I should vote the other way at once.” 

“ Yes, darling; but you’re not the average elector.” 

Fleur looked at him. Very sweetly put! Conscious of 
Wilfrid biting his lips, of Sir Lawrence taking that in, of 
the amount of silk leg she was showing, of her black and 
cream teacups, she adjusted these matters. A flutter of her 
white lids—Desert ceased to bite his lips; a movement of 
her silk legs—Sir Lawrence ceased to look at him. Holding 
out her cups, she said ; 

“ I suppose I’m not modem enough f ” 
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“ Hard on a poet.” 

“Not at all. Poetry’s only possible when yon may be 
blown up at any moment, or when you live in Putney.” 

Sir Lawrence’s eyebrow rose. “ Yes ? ” 

“ Tennyson, Browning, Wordsworth, Swinburne — they 
could turn it out; ils vivaient, niais si feu.” 

“ Is there not a third condition favourable ? ” 

“ And that, sir ? ” 

“ How shall I express it—a certain cerebral agitation in 
connection with women f ” 

Desert’s face twitched, and seemed to darken. 

Michael put his latchkey into the lock of his front door. 
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Fleur looked up. 

“ It counts quite enough to make one safe.” 

“ A flower that I can’t pick.” 

Fleur nodded. 

“ Quite sure, Fleur f Quite, quite sure f ” 

Fleur stared; her eyes softened a little, her eyelids, 
so excessively white, drooped over them; she nodded. 
Desert said slowly : 

“ The moment I believe that, I shall go East.” 

“ East f ” 

“ Not so stale as going West, but much the same—you 
don’t come back.” 

Fleur thought; ‘ The East f I should love to know the 
East! Pity one can’t manage that, too. Pity ! ’ 

“ You won’t keep me in your Zoo, my dear. I shan’t 
hang around and feed on crumbs. You know what I feel— 
it means a smash of some sort.” 

“ It hasn’t been my fault, has it f ” 

“ Yes; you’ve collected me, as you collect everybody 
that comes near you.” 

“ I don’t know what you mean.” 

Desert bent down, and dragged her hand to his lips. 

“ Don’t be riled with me ; I’m too unhappy.” 

Fleur let her hand stay against his hot lips. 

. “ Sorry, Wilfrid.” 

“ All right, dear. I’ll go.” 

“ But you’re coming to dinner to-morrow i ” 

Desert said violently : 

“ ‘To-morrow ? Good 6od—no ! What d’you think I’m 
made of ? ” 

He flung her hand away. 

“ I don’t like violence, Wilfrid.” 

“ Well, good-bye ; I’d better go.” 

The words “ And you’d better not come again ” trembled 



i^hulikr!,;hcrk,dnoty,t 
dillM'd. The fmpbce, mJc and open, had Chines-; dogs 
with Chinese tiles for them to stand on. The silk uvis 
chiefly of jndc green. There were two wonderful old bl.ick 
tea chests, picked up with Sonmes’ money at Jobson’s—not 
a bargain. There was no piano, partly because pianos were 
too uncompromisingly occidental, and partly because it 
would have taken up much room. Fleur aimed at space— 
collecting people rather than furniture or bibelots. The 
light, admitted by windows at both ends, was unfortunately 
not Chinese. She would stand sometimes in the centre of 
this room, thinking —how to “ bunch ” her guests, how to 
make her room more Chinese without making it uncom¬ 
fortable ; how to seem to know all about literature and 
politics; how to accept everything her father gave her, 
without making him aware that his taste had no sense of 
the future; how to keep hold of Sibley Swan, the new 
literary star, and to get hold of Gurdon Minho, the old; of 
how Wilfrid Desert was getting too fond of her; of what* 
was really her style in dress; of why hhchael had such 
funny ears; and sometimes she stood not thinking at all— 
just aching a little. 

When those three came in she was sitting before a fed 
lacquer tea-table, finishing a very good tea. She always 
had tea brought in rather early, so that she could have a 
good quiet preliminary “ tuck in ” all by herself, because 
she was not quite twenty-one, and this was her hour for 
remembering her youth. By her side Ting-a-ling was stand¬ 
ing on his hind feet, his tawny forepaws on a Chinese foot¬ 


stool, his snubbed black and tawny muzzle turned up 
towards the fruits of his philosophy. 
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rather exciting ? Bart says they’ll eat each other now 
they’ve split . . . About Mr. Minho. Could you let me 
know to-night ? Thanks—thanks awfully ! . . . Good¬ 
bye ! ” 

Failing Minho, whom ? Her mind hovered over the names 
in her address book. At so late a minute it must be some 
one who didn’t stand on ceremony ; but except Alison, 
none of Michael’s relations would be safe from Sibley Swan 
or Nesta Gorse, and their subversive shafts; as to tJte 
Forsytes—out of the question; they had their own sub¬ 
acid humour (some of them), but they were not moilern, not 
really modern. Besides, she saw as little of thent as she 
could—they dated, belonged to the dramatic period, had no 
sense of life without beginning or end. No ! If Gordon 
Minho was a frost, it would have to be a musician, whose 
works were hieroglyphical with a dash of surgery; or, 
better perhaps, a psycho-analyst. Her fingers turned the 
pages till she came to those two categories. Hugo Solstis 1 
A possibility ; but suppose he wanted to play them some¬ 
thing recent ? There was only Michael’s upright Grand, 
and that would mean gf'ing to his study. Better Gerald 
Hanks—he and Nesta Gorse would get oif together on 
dreams; still, if they did, there would be no actual loss of 
life. Yes, failing Gurdon Minho, Gerald Hanks ; he would 
be free—and put him between Alison and Nesta. She 
closed the book, and, going back to her jade-grecn settee, 
sat gazing at Ting-a-ling. The little dog’s prominent round 
eyes gazed back ; bright, black, very old. Fleur thought; 
‘ I don’t want Wilfrid to drop off.’ Among all the crowd 
who came and went, here, there and everywhere, she cared 
for nobody. Keep up with them, keep up with everything, 
of course! It was all frightfully amusing, frightfully 
necessary! Only—only—what ? 

Voices! Michael and Bart coming back. Bart had 
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Desert, moving a bright little spoon round in his magpie 
cup, said without looking up ; 

“ As much more modern than the moderns, as you are 
more ancient.” 

“ ’Ware poetry ! ” said Michael. 

But when he had taken his father to see the new cartoons 
by Aubrey Greene, she said : 

“ Kindly tell me what you meant, Wilfrid.” 

Desert’s voice seemed to leap from restraint. 

“ What does it matter ? I don’t want to waste time with 
that.” 

“ But I want to know. It sounded like a sneer.” 

“ A sneer ? From me ? Fleur 1 ” 

“ Then tell me.” 

“ I meant that you have all their restlessness and practical 
get-thereness; but you have what they haven’t, Fleur—power 
to turn one’s head. And mine is turned. You know it.” 

“ How would Michael like that—from you, his best 
man ? ” 

Desert moved quickly to the windows. 

Fleur took Ting-a-llng on her lap. Such things had been 
said to her before; but from Wilfrid it was serious. Nice 
to think she had his heart, of course! Only, where on 
earth could she put it, where it wouldn’t be seen except by 
her ? He was incalculable—did strange things ! She was 
a little afraid—not of him, but of that quality in him. He 
came back to the hearth, and said : 

“ Ugly, isn’t it ? Put that dam’ dog down, Fleur; I 
can’t see your face. If you w'ere really fond of Michael—I 
swear I wouldn’t; but you’re not, you know.” 

Fleur said coldly: 

“ You know very little ; I am fond of Michael.” 

Desert gave his little jerky laugh. 

“ Oh yes; not the sort that counts.” 
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dogs in the room had long become indifferent; though of 
his own breed and precisely his colouring, they had no smell 
and no licking power in their tongues—nothing to be done 
with them, imitative creatures, incredibly unresponsive. 

Stripping off her dress, Fleur held the new frock under 
her chin. 

“ May I kiss you ? ” said a voice, and there was Michael’s 
image behind her own reflection in the glass. 

“ My dear boy, there isn’t time! Flelp me with this.” 
She slipped the frock over her head. “ Do those three top 
hooks. How do you like it f Oh! and—^Michael! Gurdon 
Minho may be coming to dinner to-morrow—Wilfrid can’t. 
Have you read his things ? Sit down and tell me something 
about them. All novels, aren’t they ? What sort ? ” 

“ Well, he’s always had something to say. And his cats 
are good. He’s a bit romantic, of course.” 

“ Oh ! Have I made a gaff ? ” 

“ Not a bit; jolly good shot. The vice of our lot is, 
they say it pretty well, but they’ve nothing to say. They 
won’t last.” 

“ But that’s just w'hy they will last. They won’t date.” 

“ Won’t they i My gum! ” 

“ Wilfrid will last.” 

“ Ah ! Wilfrid has emotions, hates, pities, wants; at 
least, sometimes; when he does, his stuff is jolly good. 
Otherwise, he just makes a song about nothing—like the 
rest.” 

Fleur tucked in the top of her undergarment. 

“ But, Michael, if that’s so, we—I’ve got the wrong lot.” 

Michael grinned. 

“ My dear child ! The lot of the hour is always right; 
only you’ve got to watch it, and change it quick enough.” 

“ But d’you mean to say that Sibley isn’t going to live i ” 

“ Sib ? Lord, no ! ” 
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up to her lips, but were not spoken. Part from Wilfrid— 
life would lose a little warmth ! She waved her hand. He 
was gone. She heard the door closing. Poor Wilfrid!— 
nice to think of a flame at which to warm her hands ! Nice 
but rather dreadful! And suddenly, dropping Ting-a-ling, 
she got up and began to walk about the room. To-morrow ! 
Second anniversary of her wedding-day! Still an ache 
when she thought of what it had not been. But there was 
little time to think—and she made less. What good in 
thinking ? Only one life, full of people, of things to do and 
have, of things wanted—a life only void of—one thing, and 
that—well, if people had it, they never had it long! On 
her lids two tears, wliich had gathered, dried without 
falling. Sentimentalism! No! The last thing in the 
world—the unforgivable offence ! Whom should she put 
next whom to-morrow ? And whom should she get in 
place of \\'ilfrid, if Wilfrid wouldn’t come—silly boy ! One 
day—one night—^what difference f Who should sit on her 
right, and who on her left ? Was Aubrey Greene more dis¬ 
tinguished, or Sibley Swan ? Were they either as distin¬ 
guished as Walter Nazing or Charles Upshire ? Dinner of 
twelve, exclusively literary and artistic, except for Michael 
and Alison Charwell. Ah ! Could Alison get her Gurdon 
Minho—just one writer of the old school, one glass of old 
wine to mellow effervescence ? He didn’t publish witji 
Danby and Winter; but he fed out of Alison’s hand. She 
went quickly to one of the old tea chests, and opened it. 
Inside was a telephone. 

“ Can I speak to Lady Alison—Mrs. Michael Mont . . . 
Yes . . . That you, Alison ? . . . Fleur speaking. Wdfrid 
has fallen through to-morrow night ... Is there any chance 
of your bringing Gurdon Minho ? I don’t know him, of 
course ; but he might be interested. You’ll try f . . . 
That’ll be ever so delightful. Isn’t the Snooks’ Club meeting 
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things, like you. Marslnnd paints windmills, cliffs and things 
—I doubt if he’s heard of the future. He’s almost a Mathew 
Maris for keeping out of the swim. If you think he’d like to 
meet a Vertiginist-” 

“ I didn’t ask you if he’d like to meet Wilmer; I asked 
you if Wilmer would like to meet him.” 

“ Wilmer will just say : ‘ I like little Mrs. Mont, she gives 
deuced good grub ’—and so you do, ducky. A Vertiginist 
wants nourishing, you know, or it wouldn’t go to his head.” 

Fleur’s pen resumed its swift strokes, already becoming 
slightly illegible. She murmured : 

“ I think Wilfrid would help—you won’t be there ; one— 
two—three. What women ? ” 

“ For painters—^pretty and plump; no intellect.” 

Fleur said crossly: 

“ I can’t get them plump; they don’t go about now.” 
And her pen flowed on : 

“ Dear Wilfrid, —^Wednesday—^lunch ; Wilmer, Hubert 
Marsland, two other women. Do help me live it down. 

“ Yours ever, 

“ Fleur.” 

“ Michael, your chin is like a bootbrush.” 

“ Sorry, old thing ; your shoulders shouldn’t be so smooth. 
Bart gave Wilfrid a tip as we were coming along.” 

Fleur stopped writing. “ Oh ! ” 

“ Reminded him that the state of love was a good stunt for 
poets.” 

“ y? pTOpos of what ? ” 

“ Wilfrid was complaining that he couldn’t turn it out 
now.” 

“ Nonsense ! His last things are his best.” 

“ Well, that’s what I think. Perhaps he's forestalled the 
tip. Has he, d’you know ? ” 
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noticed Wilfrid. He was a noticing old Bart. She wai 
never very comfortable when he was about—^lively and 
twisting, but with something settled and ancestral in him ; 
a little like Ting-a-ling—something judgmatic, ever telling 
her that she was fluttering and new. He was anchored, 
could only move to the length of his old-fashioned cord, but 
he could drop on to things disconcertingly. Still, he 
admired her, she felt—oh! yes. 

Well! What had he thought of the cartoons f Ought 
Michael to publish them, and with letterpress or without i 
Didn’t he think that the cubic called “ Still Life ”—of the 
Government, too frightfully funny—especially the “ old 
bean ” representing the Prime i For answer she was 
conscious of a twisting, rapid noise; Sir Lawrence was 
telling her of his father’s collection of electioneering cartoons. 
She did wish Bart would not tell her about his father; he 
had been so distinguished, and he must have been so duU, 
paying all his calls on horseback, with trousers strapped 
under his boots. He and Lord Charles Cariboo and the 
Marquis of Forfar had been the last three “ callers ” of that 
sort. If only they hadn’t, they’d have been clean forgot. 
She had that dress to try, and fourteen things to see to, and 
Hugo’s concert began at eight-fifteen! Why did people 
of the last generation always have so much time ? And, 
suddenly, she looked down. Ting-a-ling was licking the 
copper floor. She took him up: “ Not that, darling; 
nasty ! ” Ah ! the spell was broken ! Bart was going, 
reminiscent to the last. She waited at the foot of the 
stairs till Michael shut the door on him, then flew. Reach¬ 
ing her room, she turned on all the lights. Here was her 
own style—a bed which did not look like one, and many 
mirrors. The couch of Ting-a-ling occupied a corner, 
whence he could see himself in three. She put him down, 
and said : “ Keep quiet, now I ” His attitude to the other 



CHAPTER III 
Musical 

AcconniNc to a great and guiding principle, Fleur and 
Michael Mont attended the Hugo Solsiis concert, not because 
they anticipated pleasure, but because they knew Hugo. 
They felt, besides, that Solstis, an Englishman of Russo- 
Dutch extraction, was one of those who were restoring 
English music, giving to it a wide and spacious freedom 
from melody and rhythm, while investing it with literary 
and mathematical charms. And one never could go to a 
concert given by any of this school without using the word 
“ interesting ” as one was coming away. To sleep to this 
restored English music, too, was impossible. Fleur, a sound 
sleeper, had never even tried. Michael had, and complained 
afterwards that it had been like a nap in Liege railway 
station. On this occasion they occupied those gangway 
seats in the front row of the dress circle of which Fleur had 
a sort of’natural monopoly. There Flugo and the rest could 
see her taking her place in the English restoration move¬ 
ment. It was easy, too, to esc.ape into the corridor and 
exchange the word “ interesting ” with side-whiskered 
cognoscenti; or, slipping out a cigarette from the little gold 
case, wedding present of Cousin Imogen Cardigan, get a 
whiff or two’s repose. To speak quite honestly, Fleur had a 
natural sense of rhythm which caused her discomfort during 
those long and “ interesting ” passages which evidenced, 
as it were, the composer’s rise and fall from his bed of 
thorns. She secretly loved a tune, and the impossibility of 
ever confessing this without losing hold of Solstis, Bafi, 
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“ But he’s so perfectly sure that almost everybody else 
is dead or dying. Surely he has critical genius ! ” 

“ If I hadn’t more judgment than Sib, I’d go out of 
publishing to-morrow.” 

“ You—more than Sibley Swan ? ” 

“ Of course, I’ve more judgment than Sib. Why ! Sib’s 
judgment is just his opinion of Sib—common or garden 
impatience of any one else. He doesn’t even read them. 
He’ll read one specimen of every author and say: ‘ Oh! 
th-at fellow ! He’s dull, or he’s moral, or he’s sentimental, 
or he dates, or he drivels ’—I’ve heard him dozens of times. 
That’s if they’re alive. Of course, if they’re dead, it’s 
different. He’s always digging up and canonising the dead ; 
that’s how he’s got his name. There’s always a Sib in 
literature. He’s a standing example of how people can get 
taken at their own valuation. But as to lasting—of course 
he won’t; he’s never creative, even by mistake.” 

Fleur had lost the thread. Yes ! It suited her—quite a 
nice line ! Off with it! Must write those thiee notes before 
she dressed ! 

Michael had begun again. 

“ Take my tip, Fleur. The really big people don’t talk— 
and don’t bunch—they paddle their own canoes in what 
seem backwaters. But it’s the backwaters that make the 
main stream. By Jove, that’s a mot, or is it a bull; and are 
bulls mots or mots bulls ? ” 

“ Michael, if you were me, would you tell Frederic Wilmef 
that he’ll be meeting Hubert Marsland at lunch next week i 
Would it bring him or would it put him off i ” 

“ Maisland’s rather an old duck, Wilmer’s rather an old 
goose—I don’t know.” 

“ Oh ! do be serious, Michael—you never give me any help 
in arranging—No! Don’t maul my shoulders, please.” 

“ Well, darling, I don't know. I’ve no genius for such 
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teas rather Roman—of the Aurelian period ! Passing on 
from that antique, with the pleased thought that by this 
time to-morrow she might have collected it, she quartered 
the assembly face by face—she did not want to miss any 
one important. 

“ The furniture ” had come to a sudden standstill. 

“ Interesting ! ” said a voice over her shoulder. Aubrey 
Greene ! Illusive, rather moonlit, with his silky fair hair 
brushed straight back, and his greenish eyes—his smile 
always made her feel that he was “ getting ” at her. But, 
after all, he was a cartoonist! 

“ Yes, isn’t it t ” 

He curled away. He might have stayed a little longer— 
there wouldn’t be time for any one else before those songs of 
Birdigal’s ! Here came the singer Charles Fowls ! How 
stout and efficient he looked, dragging little Birdigal to the 
piano. 

Charming accompaniment—rippling, melodious ! 

The stout, efficient man began to sing. How different 
from the accompaniment ! The song hit every note just 
off the solar plexus, it m.athematically prevented her from 
feeling pleasure. Birdigal must have written it in horror of 
some one calling it “ vocal.” Vocal ! Fleur knew how 
catching the word was ; it would run like a measle round the 
ting, and Birdigal would be no more ! Poor Birdigal! But 
this was “ interesting.” Only, as Michael was saying : “ O, 
my Gawd 1 ” 

Three songs ! Fowls was wonderful—so loyal! Never one 
note hit so that it rang out like music ! Her mind fluttered 
off to Wilfrid. To him, of all the younger poets, people 
accorded the right to say something ; it gave him such a 
position—made him seem to come out of life, instead of 
literature. Besides, he had done things in the war, was a son 
of Lord Mullyon, would get the Mercer Prize probably, for 
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Fleur turned her eyes towards the face behind her 
shoulder. No, it had its native look—frank, irresponsible, 
slightly faun-like, with its pointed ears, quick lips, and 
nostrils. 

She said slowly : 

“ If you don’t know, nobody does.” 

A snuffle interrupted Michael’s answer. Ting-a-ling, long, 
low, slightly higher at both ends, was standing between them, 
with black muzzle upturned. “ My pedigree is long,” he 
seemed to say j “ but my legs are short—what about it I ” 
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“ There’s Wilfrid ! Fetch him, Michael I ” 

Michael crossed, and touched his best man’s sleeve; 
Desert’s face emerged, frowning. She saw him shrug his 
shoulders, turn and walk into the throng. Michael ’came 
back. 

“ Wilfrid’s got the hump to-night; says he’s not fit for 
human society—queer old son ! ” 

How obtuse men were! Because Wilfrid was his pal, 
Michael did not see; and that was lucky! So Wilfrid 
really meant to avoid her! Well, she would see 1 And she 
said : 

“ I’m tired, Michael; let’s go home.” 

His hand slid round her arm. 

“ Sorry, old thing ; come along 1 ” 

They stood a moment in a neglected doorway, watching 
Woomans, the conductor, launched towards his orchestra. 

“ Look at him,” said Michael; “ guy hung out of an 
Italian window, legs and arms all stuffed and flying! And 
look at the Frapka and her piano—that’s s turbulent union 1 ” 

There was a strange sound. 

“ Melody, by George 1 ” said Michael. 

An attendant muttered in ■ their ears: “ Now, sir, I’m 
going to shut the door.” Fleur had a fleeting view of L.S.D. 
sitting upright as his hair, with closed eyes. The door was 
shut—they were outside in the hall. 

“ Wait here, darling ; I’ll nick a rickshaw.” 

Fleur huddled her chin in her fur. It was easterly and 
cold. 

A voice behind her said ; 

“ Well, Fleur, am I going East ? ” 

Wilfrid 1 His collar up to his ears, a cigarette between 
his lips, hands in pockets, eyes devouring. 

“ You’re very silly, Wilfrid 1 ” 

“ Anything you like; am I going East ? ” 
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Birdigal, MacLewis, Clorane, and other English restoration 
composers, sometimes taxed to its limit a nature which had 
its Spartan side. Even to Michael she would not “ confess ”; 
and it was additionally trying when, with his native dis¬ 
respect of persons, accentuated by life in the trenches, and a 
publisher’s odice, he would mutter : “ Gad ! Get on with 
it! ” or : “ Gripes ! Ain’t he took bad ! ” especially as she 
knew that Michael was really putting up with it better than 
herself, having a more literary disposition, and a less dancing 
itch in his toes. 

The first movement of the new Solstis composition— 
“ Phantasmagoria Piemontesque ”—^to which they had 
especially come to listen, began with some drawn-out chords. 

“ What oh ! ” said Michael’s voice in her ear : “ Three 
pieces of furniture moved simultaneously on a parquet 
floor! ” 

In Fleur’s involuntary smile was the whole secret of why 
her marriage had not been intolerable. After all, Michael 
was a dear ! Devotion and mercury—jesting and loyalty— 
combined, they piqued and touched even a heart given 
away before it was bestowed on him. “ Touch ” without 
“ pique ” would have bored ; “ pique ” without “ touch ” 
would have irritated. At this moment he was at peculiar 
advantage ! Holding on to his knees, with his ears standing 
up, eyes glassy from loyalty to Hugo, and tongue in cheek, 
he was listening to that opening in a way which evoked 
Fleur’s admiration. The piece would be “ interesting ”— 
she fell into the state of outer observation and inner calcula¬ 
tion very usual with her nowadays. Over there was L.S.D., 
the greater dramatist; she didn’t know him—yet. He 
looked rather frightening, his hair stood up so straight. 
And her eye began picturing him on her copper floor against 
a Chinese picture. And there—yes ! Gurdon Minho! 
Imagine his coming to anything so modern! His profile 
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his mistress undress. When she returned from the bath¬ 
room he was curled into a ball. Fleur thought: ‘ Queer ! 
How does he know Michael won’t be coming ! ’ And 
slipping into her well-warmed bed, she too curled herself up 
and slept. 

But in the night, contrary to her custom, she awoke. A 
cry—long, weird, trailing, from somewhere—the river 
the slums at the back—rousing memory—poignant, aching 
—of her honeymoon—Granada, its roofs below, jet, ivory, 
gold ; the watchman’s cry, the lines in Jon’s letter : 

“ Voice in the night crying, down in the old sleeping 
Spanish city darkened under her white stars. 

What says the voice—its clear, lingering anguish f 
Just the watchman, telling his d.iteless tale of salcty f 
Just a road-man, flinging to the moon his song I 

No ! ’Tis one deprived, whose lover’s heart is weeping, 

Just his cry : ‘ How long f ’ ” 

A cry, or had she dreamed it 1 Jon, Wilfrid, Michael 1 
No use to have a heart! 


C 
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“ Copper Coin.” If Wilfrid abandoned her, a star would 
fall from the firmament above her copper floor. He had nO 
right to leave her in the lurch. He must learn not to be 
violent—not to think physically. No ! she couldn’t let 
Wilfrid slip away ; nor could she have any more sob-stuff 
in her life, searing passions, cul de sacs, aftermaths. She had 
tasted of that; a dulled ache stUl warned her. 

Birdigal was bowing, Michael saying : “ Come out for a 
whiff ! The next thing’s a dud ! ” Oh ! ah 1 Beethoven. 
Poor old Beethoven ! So out of date—one did rather enjoy 
him ! 

The corridor, and refectory beyond, were swarming with 
the restoration movement. Young men and women with 
faces and heads of lively and distorted character, were 
exchanging the word “ interesting.” Men of more massive 
type, resembling sedentary matadors, blocked all circula¬ 
tion. Fleur and Michael passed a little way along, stood 
against the wall, and lighted cigarettes. Fleur smoked hers 
delicately—a very little one in a tiny amber holder. She 
had the air of admiring blue smoke rather than of making 
it; there were spheres to consider beyond this sort of crowd 
—one never knew who might be about!—the sphere, for 
instance, in which Alison Charwell moved, politico-literary, 
catholic in taste, but, as Michael always put it, “ Convinced, 
like a sanitary system, that it’s the only sphere in the world ; 
look at the way they all write books of reminiscence about 
each other! ” They might, she always felt, disapprove of 
women smoking in public halls. Consorting delicately with 
iconoclasm, Fleur never forgot that her feet were in two 
worlds at least. Standing there, observant of all to left and 
right, she noted against the wall one whose face was screened 
by his programme. ‘ Wilfrid,’ she thought, ‘ and doesn’t 
mean to see me ! ’ Mortified, as a child from whom a six¬ 
pence is filched, she said: 
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Forty years old, she had three children and considerable 
beauty, wearing a little fine from mental and bodily activity. 
Something of an enthusiast, she was fond of Michael, in 
spite of his strange criticisms, so that his matrimonial 
venture had piqued her from the start. Fleur was dainty, 
had quick natural intelligence—this new niece was worth 
cultivation. But though adaptable and assimilative, 
Fleur had remained curiously unassimilatod ; she continued 
to whet the curiosity of Lady Alison, accustomed to the 
close borough of choice sjurits, and finding a certain 
poignancy in contact with the New Age, on Fleur’s copper 
floor. She met with an irreverence there, which, not taken 
too seriously, flipped her mind. On that floor she almost 
felt a back number. It was stimulating. 

Receiving Fleur’s telephonic enquiry about Gurdon 
Minho, she had rung up the novelist. She knew him, if not 
well. Nobody seemed to know him well; amiable, polite, 
silent, rather dull and austere; but with a disconcerting 
smile, sometimes ironical, sometimes friendly. His books 
were now caustic, now scntiment.al. On both counts it was 
rather the fashion to run him down, though he still seemed 
to exist. 

She rang him up. Would he come to a dinner to-morrow 
at her young nephew, Michael Mont’s, and meet the younger 
generation i His answer came, rather high-pitched : 

“ Rather ! Full fig, or dinner jacket ? ” 

“ How awfully nice of you ! they’ll be ever so pleased. 
Full fig, I believe. It’s the second anniversary of tlicir 
wedding.” She hung up the receiver with the thought; 
‘ He must be writing a book about them ! ’ 

Conscious of responsibility, she arrived early. 

It was a grand night at her husband’s Inn, so that she 
brought nothing with her but the feeling of adventure, 
pleasant after a day spent in fluttering over the decision 
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“No; Sunday morning—eleven o’clock at the Tate. 
We’ll talk it out.” 

‘‘ Convenu ! ” And he was gone. 

Alone suddenly, like that, Fleur felt the first shock of 
reality. Was Wilfrid truly going to be unmanageable ? A 
taxicab ground up ; Michael beckoned ; Fleur stepped in. 

Passing a passionately lighted oasis of young ladies dis¬ 
playing to the interested Londoner the acme of Parisian 
undress, she felt Michael incline towards her. If she were 
going to keep Wilfrid, she must be nice to Michael. Only : 

“ You needn’t kiss me in Piccadilly Circus, Michael! ” 

“ Sorry, duckie ! It’s a little previous—I meant to get 
you opposite the Parthcneum.” 

Fleur remembered how he had slept on a Spanish sofa for 
the first fortnight of their honeymoon; how he always 
insisted that she must not spend anything on him, but must 
always let him give her what he liked, though she had three 
thousand a year and he twelve hundred ; how jumpy he 
was when she had a cold—and how he always came home 
to tea. Yes, he was a dear! But would she break her 
heart if he went East or West to-morrow ? 

Snuggled against him, she was surprised at her own 
cynicism. 

A telephone message written out, in the hall, ran: 
“ Please tell Mrs. Mont I’ve got Mr. Gurding Minner. Lady 
Alisson.” 

It was restful. A real antique ! She turned on the 
lights in her room, and stood for a moment admiring it. 
Truly pretty! A slight snuffle from the corner—^Ting-a- 
ling, tan on a black cushion, lay like a Chinese lion in minia¬ 
ture ; pure, remote, fresh from evening communion with the 
Square railings. 

“ I see you,” said Fleur. 

Ting-a-ling did not stir ; his round black eyes watched 
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clearly meant for L.S.D.! ling, my Ting, are you going 
to stay and see all these people f Well, then, get up here 
or you’ll be trodden on. Isn’t he Chinese ? H«; does so 
round off the room,” 

Ting-a-ling laid his nose on liis paws, in the centre of a 
jade green cushion. 

“ Mr. Curding Minner ! ” 

The well-known novelist looked pale and composed. 
Shaking the two extended hands, he gazed at liiig-a-ling, 
and said: 

“ How nice ! How are you, my little man ? ” 

Ting-a-ling did not stir. “ You take me for a common 
English dog, sir ! ” his silence seemed to say. 

“ Mr. and Mrs. Walter Nazon, Miss I.cnda Frow.” 

Amabel Nazing came first, clear alabaster from her fair 
hair down to the six inches of gleaming back above her 
waist-line, shrouded alabaster from four inches below the 
knee to the gleaming toes of her shoes; the eminent 
novelist mechanically ceased to commune with Ting-a-ling. 

Walter Nazing, who followed a long way up above his 
wife, had a tiny line of collar emergent from swathes of 
black, and a face, cut a hundred years ago, that slightly 
resembled Shelley’s. Ills literary productions were some¬ 
times felt to be like the poetry of that bard, and sometimes 
Uke the prose of Marcel Proust. “ What oh! ” as Michael 

said. ' 

Linda Frewe, whom Fleur at once introduced to Gurdon 
Minho, was one about whose work no two people in her 
drawing-room ever agreed. Her works “ 1 rifles ’ and The 
Furious Don ” had quite divided all opinion. Genius 
according to some, drivel according to others, those books 
always roused an interesting debate whether a slight 
madness enhanced or diminished the value of art. She 
herself paid little attention to criticism—she produce.! 



CHAPTER IV 
Dining 

Lady Alison Ciiarwell, born Heathfield, daughter of 
the first Earl of Campden, and wife to Lionel Charwell, K.C., 
Michael’s somewhat young uncle, was a delightful English¬ 
woman brought up in a set accepted as the soul of society. 
Full of brains, energy, taste, money, and tinctured in its 
politico-legal ancestry by blue blood, this set was linked to, 
but apart from Snooks’ and the duller haunts of birth and 
privilege. It was gay, charming, free-and-easy, and, 
according to Michael, “ Snobbish, old thing, aesthetically 
and intellectually, but they’ll never see it. They think 
they’re the top notch—quick, healthy, up-to-date, well- 
bred, intelligent; they simply can’t imagine their equals. 
But you see their imagination is deficient. Their really 
creative energy would go into a pint pot. Look at 
their books,—they’re always on something—philosophy, 
spiritualism, poetry, fishing, themselves; why, even their 
sonnets dry up before they’re twenty-five. They know 
everything—except mankind outside their own set. Oh! 
they work—they run the show—they have to; there’s no 
one else with their brains, and energy, and taste. But they 
run it round and round in their own blooming circle. It’s 
the world to them—and it might be worse. They’vt 
patented their own golden age; but it’s a trifle flyblown 
since the war.” 

Alison Charwell—in and of this world, so spryly soulful, 
debonnaire, free, and cosy—lived within a stone’s throw of 
Fleur, in a house pleasant, architecturally, as any in London. 
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like Congreve, Sterne, Defoe . . . have our chance again 
. . . Why? What w driving them out of the main current ? 
Oh! Probably surfeit . . . newspapers . . . photographs. 
Don’t see life itself, only reports . . . reproductions of 
it; all seems shoddy, lurid, commercial . . . Youth says 
‘ Away with it, let’s have the past or the future ! ’ ” 

He took some salted almonds, and Fleur saw his eyes 
stray to the upper part of Amabel Nazing. Down there the 
conversation was like Association football—no one kept the 
ball for more than one kick. It shot from head to head. 
And after every set of passes some one would reach out and 
take a cigarette, and blow a blue cloud across the unclothed 
refectory table. Fleur enjoyed the glow of her Spanish 
room—its tiled floor, richly coloured fruits in porcelain, its 
tooled leather, copper articles, and Soames’ Goya above a 
Moorish divan. She headed the ball promptly when it came 
her way, but initiated nothing. Her gift was to be aware of 
everything at once. “ Mrs. Michael Mont presented ” the 
brilliant irrelevancies of Linda Frewe, the pricks and 
stimulations of Nesta Corse, the moonlit sliding innuendoes 
of Aubrey Greene, the upturning strokes of Sibley Swan, 
Amabel Nazing’s little cool American audacities, Charles 
Upshire’s curious bits of lore, Walter Na/.ing’s subversive 
contradictions, the critical intricacies of Pauline Upshire; 
Michael’s happy-go-lucky slings and arrows, even Alison’s 
knowledgeable quickness, and Gurdon Minho’s silences— 
she presented them all, shf)wcd them off, keeping her eyes 
and ears on the ball of talk lest it should touch earth and 
rest. Brilliant evening ; but—a success ? 

On the jade green settee, when the last of them had gone 
and Michael was seeing Alison home, she thought of Minho’s 
“ Youth—not getting what it wants.” No ! Things didn’t 
fit. “ They don’t fit, do they. Ting ? ” But Ting-a-ling was 
tired, only the tip of one ear quivered. Fleur leaned back 
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at Snooks’. She was.received only by Ting-a-ling, who jiad 
Ws back to tke fire, and took no notice beyond a stare. 
Sitting down on the jade green settee, she said ; 

“ Well, you funny little creature, don’t you know me after 
all this time ? ” 

Ting-a-ling’a black shiny gaze seemed saying: “ You 
recur here, I know; most things recur. There is nothing 
new about the future.” 

Lady Alison fell into a train of thought: The new genera¬ 
tion ! Did she want her own girls to be of it ? She would 
like to talk to Mr. Minho about that—they had had a very 
nice talk down at Beechgroves before the war. Nine years 
ago—Sybil only six, Joan only four then ! Time went, 
things changed! A new generation ! And what was the 
difference ? “ I think we had more tradition ! ” she said 

to herself softly. 

A slight sound drew her eyes up from contemplation of 
her feet. Ting-a-ling was moving his tail from side to side 
on the hearthrug, as if applauding. Fleur’s voice, behind 
her, said : 

“ Well, darling, I’m awfully late. It was good of you to 
get me Mr. Minho. I do hope they’ll all behave. He’ll be 
between you and me, anyway ; I’m sticking him at the top, 
and Michael at the bottom, between Pauline Upshire and 
Amabel Nazing. You’ll have Sibley on your left, and I’ll 
have Aubrey on my right, then Ncsta Gorse and Walter 
Nazing ; opposite them Linda Frewe and Charles Upshire. 
Twelve. You know them all. Oh ! and you mustn’t mind 
if the Nazings and Nesta smoke between the courses. 
Amabel will do it. She comes from Virpnia—it’s the 
reaction. I do hope she’ll have some clothes on ; Michael 
always says it’s a mistake when she has; but having Mr. 
Minho makes one a little nervous. Did you see Nesta’s 
skit in ‘ The Bouquet ’ ? Oh, too frightfully amusing— 



CHAPTER V 

Eve 


The Honourable Wilfrid Desert’s rooms were opposite a 
picture gallery off Cork Street. The only male member of 
the aristocracy writing verse that any one would print, he 
had chosen them for seclusion ratlier than for comfort. His 
“ junk,” however, was not devoid of the taste and luxury 
which overflows from the greater houses of England. Furni¬ 
ture from the Hampshire seat of the Cornish nobleman, Lord 
MuUyon, had oozed into two vans, when Wilfrid settled in. 
He was seldom to be found, however, in his nest, and was 
felt to be a rare bird, owing his rather unique position among 
the younger writers partly to his migratory reputation. He 
himself hardly, perhaps, knew where he spent his time, or 
did his work, having a sort of mental claustrophobia, a 
dread of being hemmed-in by people. When the war broke 
out he had just left Eton; when the war was over he was 
twenty-three, as old a young man as ever turned a stave. 
His friendship with Michael, begun in hospital, had lan¬ 
guished and renewed itself suddenly, when in 1920 Michael 
joined Danby and Winter, publishers, of Blake Street, 
Covent Garden. The scattery enthusiasm of the sucking 
publisher had been roused by Wilfrid’s verse. Ilob-nobbing 
lunches over the poems of one in need of literary anchorage, 
had been capped by the firm’s surrender to Michael’s insist¬ 
ence. The mutual intoxication of the first book Wilfrid had 
written and the first book Michael had sponsored was crowned 
at Michael’s wedding. Best man! Since then, so far as 
Desert could be tied to anything, he had been tied to those 

ti 



30 


TOE WHITE MONKEY 


“ The Mr. Minho ? How interesting! I’ve never read 
anything of yours.” 

Fleur ^'uvc a little gasp. 

“ What—don’t you know Mr. Minho’s cats ? But they’re 
wonderful. Mr. Minho, I do want Mrs. Walter Nazing to 
know you. Amabel—Mr. Gurdon Minho.” 

“ Oh ! Mr. Minho—how perfectly lovely ! I’ve wanted 
to know you ever since my cradle.” 

Fleur lieard the novelist say quietly ; 

“ I could \vish it had been longer; ” and passed on in 
doubt to greet Nesta Gorse and Sibley Swan, who came in, 
as if they lived together, quarrelling over L.S.D., Nesta 
upholding him because of his “ panache,” Sibley maintain¬ 
ing that wit had died with the Restoration ; tins fellow was 
alive ! 

Michael followed with the Upshires and Aubrey Greene, 
whom he had encountered in the haU. The party was 
complete. 

Fleur loved perfection, and that evening was something 
of a nightmare. Was it a success ? Minho was so clearly 
the least brilliant person there ; even Alison talked better. 
And yet he had such a fine- skull. She did hope he would 
not go away early. Some one would be almost sure to say : 
“ Dug up ! ” or “ Thick and bald ! ” before the door closed 
behind him. He was pathetically agreeable, as if trying to 
be liked, or, at least, not despised too much. And there 
must, of course, be more in him than met the sense of 
hearing. After the crab souffle he did seem to be talking 
to Alison, and all about youth. Fleur listened with one 
ear. 

“ Youth feels . . . main stream of life . . . not giving 
it what it wants. Past and future getting haloes . . . 
Quite ! Contemporary life no earthly just now . . . No 
. . . Only comfort for us—w'e’U be antiquated, some day. 
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dog; and have this ache and this fever because I can’t be 
kissing her f I’d rather be flying again in the middle of 
Boche whiz-bangs! Sunday! How women.like to drag 
outagonies! It’llbe just this afternoon all over again. “How 
unkind of you to go, when youi friendshij^ is so precious to 
me ! Stay, and be my tame cat, U’ilfrid ! ” No, my dear, 
for once you’re up against it! And—so am I, by the 
Lord ! , . . ’ 

When in that gallery which extends asylum to British art, 
those two young people met so accidentally on Sunday morn¬ 
ing in front of Eve smelling at the flowers of the Garden of 
Eden, there were present also six mechanics in various stages 
of decomposition, a custodian and a cciuplc from the 
provinces, none of whom scorned capable of observing 
anything whatever. And, indeed, that meeting was inex¬ 
pressive. Two young people, of the disillusioned class, 
exchanging condemnations of the past. Desert with his 
off-hand speech, his smile, his well-tailored informality, 
suggested no aching heart. Of the two Fleur was the paler 
and more interesting. Desert kept saying to himself: “ No 
melodrama—that’s all it would be ! ” And Fleur was think¬ 
ing : ‘ If I can keep him ordinary like this, I shan’t lose 
him, because he’ll never go away without a proper outburst.’ 

It was not until they found themselves a second time 
before the Eve, that he said : 

“ I don’t know why you asked me to come, Fleur. It’s 
playing the goat for no earthly reason. I quite understand 
your feeling. I’m a bit of ‘ Ming ’ that you don’t want to 
lose. But it’s not good enough, my dear; and that’s all 
about it.” 

“ How horrible of you, Wilfrid ! ” 

“ Well! Here we part ! Give us your flipper.” 

His eyes—rather beautiful—looked dark and tragic above 
the smile on his lips, and she said stammering : 
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and sighed. Ting-a-ling uncurled himself, and puttingihis 
forepaws on her thigh, looked up in her face. “ Look at me," 
he seemed to say, “ I’m all right. I get what I want, and I 
want what I get. At present I want to go to bed.” 

“ But I don’t,” said Fleur, without moving. 

“ Just take me up ! ” said Ting-a-ling. 

“ Well,” said Fleur, “ I suppose— It’s a nice person, 
but not the right person. Ting.” 

Ting-a-ling settled himself on her bare arms. 

“ It’s all right,” he seemed to say. ‘‘ There’s a great deal 
too much sentiment and all that, out of China. Come on ! ” 
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saw the expression on his face, and that he was standing 
stiller than the statues. And sudacnly she said : “ You will 
be a fool to go. Wait ! ” And without another word or 
look, she walked away, leaving Desert breathless before the 
avid Eve. 
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two; nor, to do him justice, had he realised till a month 
ago that the attraction was not Michael, but Fleur. Desert 
never spoke of the war, it was not possible to learn from his 
own mouth an effect which he might have summed up thus : 
“ I lived so long with horror and death ; I saw men so in the 
raw ; I put hope of anything out of mind so utterly, that I 
can never more have the faintest respect for theories, promises, 
conventions, moralities and principles. I have hated too 
much the men who wallowed in them while I was wallowing 
in mud and blood. Illusion is off. No religion and no 
philosophy will satisfy me—words, all words. I have still 
my senses—no thanks to them ; am still capable—I find— 
of passion ; can still grit my teeth and grin ; have still some 
feeling of trench loyalty, but whether real or just a complex, 
I don’t yet know. I am dangerous, but not so dangerous 
as those who trade in words, principles, theories, and all 
manner of fanatical idiocy to be worked out in the blood 
and sweat of other men. The war’s done one thing for me 
—converted life to comedy. Laugh at it—there’s nothing 
else to do ! ” 

Leaving the concert hall on the Friday night, he had 
walked straight home to his rooms. And lying down full 
length on a monk’s seat of the fifteenth century, restored 
with down cushions and silk of the twentieth, he crossed his 
hands behind his head and delivered himself to these 
thoughts : ‘ I'am not going on like this. She has bewitched 
me. It doesn’t mean anything to her. But it means hell to 
me. I’ll finish with it on Sunday—Persia’s a good pLace. 
Arabia’s a good place—plenty of blood and sand ! She’s 
incapable of giving anything up. How has she hooked 
herself into me ! By trick of eyes, and hair, by her walk, 
by the sound of her voice—by trick of warmth, scent, colour. 
Fling her cap over the windmill—not she! What then 1 
Am I to hang about her Chinese fireside and her little Chinese 
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and he looked under her eyes. Thrusting his hand into his 
overcoat pocket, he said : 

“ I was bringing you this.” 

Fleur saw a flat substance wrapped in pink tissue paper. 

“ Darling, what is it ? ” 

Soames put it back into his pocket. 

“ We’ll see later. Anybody to lunch I ’* 

“ Only Bart.” 

“Old Mont! Oh, Lord I” 

“ Don’t you like Bart, dear ? ” 

“ Like him ? He and I have nothing in common.” 

“ I thought you fraternised rather over the state of 
things.” 

“ He’s a reactionary,” said Soames. 

“ And what are you, ducky ? ” 

“ I ? What should / be J ” With these words he aflirmed 
that policy of non-commitment which, the older he grew, 
the more he perceived to be the only attitude for a sensible 
man. 

“ How is Mother ? ” 

“ Looks well. I see nothing of her—^site’s got her own 
mother down—they go gadding about.” 

He never alluded to Madame Lamottc as Fleur’s grand¬ 
mother—the less his daughter h.ad to do with her French side, 
the better. 

“ Oh 1 ” said Fleur. “ There’s Ting and a cat 1 ” Ting-a- 
ling, out for a breath of air, and tethered by a lead in the 
hands of a maid, was snuffling horribly and trying to climb 
a railing whereon was perched a black cat, all hunch and 
eyes. 

“ Give him to me, Ellen. Come with Mother, darling 1 ” 

Ting-a-ling, came, indeed, but only because he couldn’t go, 
bristling and snuffling and turning his head back. 

“ I like to sec him natural,” said Fleur. 
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be unhappy, too; I—I don’t know/* 

Through Desert passed the bitter thought: ‘ She can’t 
let go—she doesn’t know how.’ But he said quite soft]/: 
“ Cheer up, my child; you’ll be over all that in a fortnight. 
I’ll send you something to make up. Why shouldn’t I make 
it China—one place is as good as another ? I’ll send you a 
bit of real ‘ Ming,’ of a better period than this.” 

Fleur said passionately: 

“ You’re insulting ! Don’t! ” 

“ I beg your pardon. I don’t want to leave you angry.” 

“ What is it you want of me ? ” 

“ Oh ! no—come ! This is going over it twice. Besides, 
since Friday I’ve been thinking. I want nothing, Fleur, 
except a blessing and your hand. Give it me ! Come on ! ” 

Fleur put her hand behind her back. It was too mortify¬ 
ing ! He took her for a cold-blooded, collecting little cat— 
clutching and playing with mice that she didn’t want to 
eat! 

“ You think I’m made of ice,” she said, and her teeth 
caught her upper lip : “ Well, I’m not! ” 

Desert looked at her ; his eyes were very wretched. “ I 
didn’t mean to play up your pride,” he said. “ Let’s drop 
it, Fleur. It isn’t any good.” 

Fleur turned and fixed her eyes on the Eve—rumbustious- 
looking female, care-free, avid, taking her fill of flower 
perfume! Why not be care-free, take anything that came 
along ? Not so much love in the world that one could afford 
to pass, leaving it unsmclled, unplucked. Run away 1 Go 
to the East! Of course, she couldn’t do anything extrava¬ 
gant like that! But, perhaps-What did it matter I — 

one man or another, when neither did you really love! 

From under her drooped, white, dark-lashed eyelids she 
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wear it with black. Now, come along! ” And she drew 
him into her Chinese room. It was empty. 

“ Bart must be up with Michael, talking about his new 
book.” 

“ Writing at his age f ” said Soames. 

“ Well, ducky, he’s a year younger than you.” 

“ I don’t write. Not such a fool. Got any more new¬ 
fangled friends ? ” 

“ Just one—Gurdon Minho, the novelist.” 

“ Another of the new school i ” 

“ Oh, no, dear ! Surely you’ve heard of Gurdon Minho ; 
he’s older than the hills.” 

“ They’re all alike to me,” muttered Soames. “ Is he 
well thought of f ” 

“ I should think his income is larger than yours. He’s 
almost a classic—only waiting to die.” 

“ I’ll get one of his books and read it. What name did 
you say ? ” 

“ Get ‘ Big and Little Fishes,’ by Gurdon Minho. You 
can remember that, can’t you ? Oh ! here they are! 
Michael, look at what Father’s given me.” 

Taking his hand, she put it up to the opal at her neck. 
‘ Let them both see,’ she thought, ‘ what good terms we’re 
on.’ Though her father had not seen her with Wilfrid in 
the gallery, her conscience still said : “ Strengthen your 
respectability, you don’t quite know how much support 
you’ll need for it in future.” 

And out of the corner of her eye she watched those two. 
The meetings between “ Old Mont ” and “ Old Forsyte ”— 
as she knew Bart called her father when speaking of him to 
Michael—always made her want to laugh, but she never 
quite knew why. Bart knew everything, but his know¬ 
ledge was beautifully bound, strictly edited by a mind 
tethered to the “ eighteenth century.” Her father only 



CHAPTER VI 

“ Old Forsyte ” and “ Old Mont ” 

Moving away, in the confusion of her mood, Fleur 
almost trod on the toes of a too-familiar figure standing 
before an Alma Tadema with a sort of grey anxiety, as if 
lost in the mutability of market values. 

“ Father! J^oh up in town J Come along to lunch, I 
have to get home quick.” 

Hooking his arm and keeping between him and Eve, she 
guided him away, thinking; ‘ Did he see us i Could he 
have seen us i ’ 

“ Have you got enough on ? ” muttered Soames. 

“ Heaps! ” 

“ That’s what you women alw'ays say. East wind, and 
your neck like that! Well, I don’t know.” 

“ No, dear, but I do.” 

The grey eyes appraised her from head to foot. 

“ What are you doing here ? ” he said. And Fleur 
thought: ‘ Thank God he didn’t see. He’d never have 
asked if he had.’ And she answered: 

“ I take an interest in art, darling, as well as you.” 

“ Well, I’m staying with your aunt in Green Street. This 
east wind has touched my liver. How’s your—how’s 
Michael ? ” 

“ Oh, he’s all right—a little cheap. We had a dinner last 
night.” 

Anniversary! The realism of a Forsyte stirred in him, 

S8 
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oldest country in the world politically, and the youngest 
aesthetically. What do you say, Forsyte f ” 

“ Turner is old and wise enough for me,” said Soames 
curtly. “ Are you coming to the P.P.R.S. Board on 
Tuesday i ” 

“ Tuesday ? We w'ere going to shoot the spinneys, 
weren’t we, Michael ? ” 

Soames grunted. “ I should let them wait,” he said. 
“ We settle the report.” 

It was through “ Old Mont’s ” influence that he had 
received a scat on the Board of iliat flourisliing concern, the 
Providential Premium Reassurance Society, and, truth to 
tell, he was not sitting very easily in it. Though the law 
of averages was, perhaps, the most reliable thing in the 
world, there were circumstances which had begun to cause 
him disquietude. He looked round his nose. I.iglit weight, 
this narrow-headed, twisting-eyebrowed baronet of a chap 
—like liis son before him ! And he added suddenly; 
“ I’m not easy. If I’d realised how that chap Elderson 
ruled the roost, I doubt if I should h.ave come on to that 
Board.” 

One side of “ Old Mont’s ” face seemed to try to leave the 
other. 

“ Elderson! ” he said. “ His grandfather was my 
grandfather’s parliamentary agent at the time of the Reform 
Bill; he put him through the most cornipt election ever 
fought—bought every vote—used to kiss all the farmer’s 
wives. Great days, Forsyte, great days ! ” 

“ And over,” said Soames. “ I don’t believe in trusting 
a man’s judgment as far as we trust Elderson’s; I don’t 
like this foreign insurance.” 

“ My dear Forsyte—first-rate head, Elderson; I’ve 
known him all my life, we were at Winchester togetlier.” 

Soames uttered a deep sound. In that answ'er of “ Old 
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“ Waste of money, a dog like that,” Soames commented. 
“ You should have had a bull-dog and let him sleep in the 
hall. No end of burglaries. Your aunt had her knocker 
stolen.” 

“ I wouldn’t part with Ting for a hundred knockers.” 

“ One of these d.tys you’ll be having him stolen—fashion¬ 
able breed.” 

Fleur opened her front door. “ Oh ! ” she said, “ Bart’s 
here, already! ” 

A shiny hat was reposing on a marble coffer, present from 
Soames, intended to hold coats and discourage moth. 
Placing his hat alongside the other, Soames looked at them. 
They were too similar for words, tall, high, shiny, and with 
the same name inside. He had resumed the “ tall hat ” 
habit after the failure of the general and coal strikes in 1921, 
his instinct having told him that revolution would be at a 
discount for some considerable period. 

“ About this thing,” he said, taking out the pink parcel, 
“ I don’t know what you’ll do with it, but here it is.” 

It was a curiously carved and coloured bit of opal in a 
ring of tiny brilliants. 

“ Oh ! ” Fleur cried : “ What a delicious thing! ” 

“ Venus floating on the waves, or something,” murmured 
Soames. “ Uncommon. You want a strong light on it.” 

“ But it’s lovely. I shall put it on at once.” 

Venus! If Dad had known ! She put her arms round 
his neck to disguise her sense of a propos. Soames received 
the rub of her cheek against his own well-shaved face with his 
usual stillness. Wliy demonstrate when they were both 
aware that his affection was double hers f 

“ Put it on then,” he said, “ and let’s see.” 

Fleur pinned it at her neck before an old lacquered mirror. 
“ It’s a jewel. Thank you, darling! Yes, your tie is 
straight. I like that white piping. You ought always to 
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me,’ he thought, ‘ he’s always looking at me.’ He touched 
the dog’s nose with the tip of his finger. Ting-a-ling gave 
it a slight lick with his curly blackish tongue. 

“ Poor fellow ! ” muttered Soanies involuntarily, and 
turned to “ Old Mont.” 

“ Don’t mention what I said.” 

“ My dear Forsyte, what was that ? ” 

Good Heavens ! And he was on a Board with a man like 
this ! What had made him come on, wlicn he <lidn’t want 
the money, or any more worries—goodness knew. As soon 
as he had become a director, Winifred and others of his 
family had begun to acquire shitres to neutr.tlise their 
income tax—seven per cent, preference—nine per cent, 
ordinary—instead of the steady five they ought to be con¬ 
tent with. There it was, he couldn’t move without people 
following him. He had always been so safe, so perfect a 
guide in the money maze ! To be worried at his time of 
life ! His eyes sought comfort from the opal at his daugh¬ 
ter’s neck—pretty thing, pretty neck ! Well 1 She seemed 
happy enough—had forgotten her infatuation of two years 
ago ! That was something to be thankful for. What she 
wanted now was a child to steady her in all this modern 
scrimmage of twopenny-ha’penny writers and painters and 
musicians. A loose lot, but she had a good little head on 
her. If she had a child, he would put another twenty 
thousand into her settlement. That was one thing about 
her mother—steady in money matters, good French method. 
And Fleur—so far as he knew—cut her coat according to 
her cloth. What was that ? The word “ Goya ” had 
caught his ear. New life of him coming out ? H’m ! That 
confirmed his slowly growing conviction that Goya had 
reached top point again. 

“ Think I shall part with that,” he said, pointing to the 
picture. “ There’s an Argentine over here.” 
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knew what was of advantage to him, but the knowledge was 
unbound, and subject to no editorship. If he was late 
Victorian, he was not above profiting if necessary by even 
later periods. “ Old Mont ” had faith in tradition ; “ Old 
Forsyte ” none. Fleur’s acuteness had long perceived a 
difference which favoured her father. Yet “ Old Mont’s ” 
talk was so much more up to date, rapid, glancing, garrulous, 
redolent of precise information ; and “ Old Forsyte’s ” was 
constricted, matter-of-fact. Really impossible to tell which 
of the two was the better museum specimen; and both 
so well-preserved! 

They did not precisely shake hands; but Soames men¬ 
tioned the weather. And almost at once they aO four 
sought that Sunday food which by a sustained effort of will 
Fleur had at last deprived of reference to the British 
character. They partook, in fact, of lobster cocktails, and 
a mere risotto of chickens’ livers, an omelette au rhum, and 
dessert trying to look as Spanish as it could. 

“ I’ve been in the Tate,” Fleur said; “ I do think it’s 
touching.” 

“ Touching ? ” queried Soames with a sniff. 

“ Fleur means, sir, that to see so much old English art 
together is like looking at a baby show.” 

“ I don’t follow,” said Soames stiffly. “ There’s some 
very good work there.” 

“ But not grown-up, sir.” 

“ Ah ! You young people mistake all this crazy cleverness 
for maturity.” 

“ That’s not what Michael means. Father. It’s quite 
true that English painting has no wisdom teeth. You can 
see the difference in a moment, between it and any Con¬ 
tinental painting.” 

“ And thank God for it 1 ” broke in Sir Lawrence. “ The 
beauty of this country’s art is its innocence. We’re the 
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Mont’s ” lay much -of the reason for his disquietude. On 
the Board they had all, as it were, been at Winchester 
together! It was the -very deuce! They were all so 
honourable that they dared not scrutinise each other, or 
even their own collective policy. Worse than their dread 
of mistake or fraud wa*s their dread of seeming to distrust 
each other. And this was natural, for to distrust each other 
was an immediate evil. And, as Soames knew, immediate 
evils are those which one avoids. Indeed, only that ten¬ 
dency, inherited from his father, James, to lie awake between 
the hours of two and four, when the chrysalis of faint mis¬ 
giving becomes so readily the butterfly of panic, had deve¬ 
loped his uneasiness. The P.P.R.S. was so imposing a con¬ 
cern, and he had been connected with it so short a time, that 
it seemed presumptuous to smell a rat; especially as he 
would have to leave the Board and the thousand a year he 
earned on it if he raised smell of rat without rat or reason. 
But what if there were a rat ? That was the trouble ! And 
here sat “ Old Mont ” talking of his spinneys and his grand¬ 
father. The fellow’s head was too small! And visited by 
the cheerless thought: ‘ There’s nobody here, not even 
my own daughter, capable of taking a thing seriously,’ he 
kept silence. A sound at his elbow roused him. That 
marmoset of a dog, on a chair between him and his daughter, 
was sitting up! Did it expect him to give it something ? 
Its eyes would drop out one of these days. And he said: 
“ Well, what do you want ? ” The way the little beast 
stared with those boot-buttons ! “ Here,” he said, ofiering 

it a salted almond. “ You don’t eat these.” 

Ting-a-ling did. 

“He has a passion for them, Dad. Haven’t you, 
darling ? ” 

Ting-a-Hng turned his eyes up at Soames, through whom 
a queer sensation passed. ‘ Believe the little brute likes 
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honest lot, no doubt, but perfunctory. None of them really 
giving their minds to the thing ! In Elderson’s pocket, too, 
except perluips Sli.irman, and he on the wobhl,*. And 
EJderson himself—clever ch.ip, bit of an .irtist, j'erhaps; 
managing director from the st.i i, vvith everything at his 
finger-tips! Yes! That w.as the mischiet ! Prestige of 
superior knowledge, and years of success they .ill kow¬ 
towed to him, and no tvoiuler ! Trouble with a in.m like 
that was that if he once admitted to having made a mistake 
he destroyed the legernl of his inlallibility. Soames h.iii 
enough inf.tllibilitv of his own to re.ilisi- liow poweifnl was 
its impetus towards admitting nothing. Ten months ago, 
when he had come on to the Hoard, everything h.id seemed 
in full sail; exchanges h.ul re.n heil bottom, so they all 
thought—the “ reassurance of foreign ci'iitracts ” j'olicy, 
which Klderson had initiated .ibout .) ye.ir before, h.td 
seemed, with rising exi h.mges, perhaps the biightest feather 
in the cap of possibility. .Aiul now, .r twilveinonth later, 
Soames snspectc.l d.irkly that they ili.! not know where tb.ey 
were— and the general meeting only si.\ weeks oil ! J’rob- 
ably not even l-.lder.son knew ; oi, if he .lid, he w.is keeping 
knowledge which ought to belong to the wlu.le direiloiatc 
severely to hiniself. 

He entered the hoard room without a smile. All there— 
even Lord Fontenoy and “ Old .Mont ’’—given up his 
spinneys, h.ad he ! Soames took his seat at the end on tlie 
fireside. Staring at Mlderson, he s.iw, with sudden dear¬ 
ness, the strength of the fellow’s po-ition ; and, with equal 
clearness, the weakness of the P.P.R.S. With tins rising 
and falling currency, they couhl never know exactly their 
liability—they were just gaml ling. I.i-rening to the 
minutes and other routine bu‘'incss, with hi. i liin i l oped in 
his hand, he let his eyes move from face to fare—«. Id Motlicr- 
gill, Eldcrson, Mont opposite; Sharinan at the head; 
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“ S !! voi'.r sir ? ” It u:\s Michael speaking. 

“ "I lilt- envy ivith liii'!i you’re now regardeJ ! ” 

“ ((' ut’l h.iv'e ec'eryl hi;;;.',” .saiil S'cuni'S. 

“Til It rcpi'siuctioa we’ve got for ‘ Ill" New Life has 
tiirne.l out' liict-rate. ‘ Property of Soaiues Fursyie, 
E .piire.’ Let’s get the honk out llr.sr, sir, anyway.” 

“ .'sh .d< av or I uleU sure, eli, I’ors)'te ? 

N.iiaov.-he.nl,al h.iroaet ch.ip- -av.is he mocking f 
“ I'xY no t.iiuily pi. US',” he s.iid. 

“ No, hut we h.ive, sir,” luiinmin'J Michael ; “ you coiiUl 
leave it tr* llenr, )ou lo.o'.v. 

“Well,” said So. liner, “ We shall see if that’s wortli 
while.” And he look, d ,it hU d c.iehier. 

Fleur seldom 1 hi Imd, hut slm pi. ked up Ting-a ling and 
rose from the SjCmish t.ihle. .Michael followed suit. 
“ ('ollee in ill,' oihi'r room,” he s.ii.h “ 01,1 I'orsyic ” and 
“ Old Mint ” stood up, wiping their lUuuslaciiej. 
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“ And to my mind wn'pply. Thiii coiitr.u't busi¬ 

ness is a new policy. For all I c.ia tell, ir.^ie.ul of j'.u ing 
a dividend, we ought to be setting llii^ )e..i'a piolits .’g.iiiist 
a certain loss next ye.ir.” 

Again th.it ser.ipe .ind rustle. 

“ My dear sir, .ib^tird ! ’’ 

The bulldog in Su.m!!'-; snunied 

“So you say!” he s.dd. “.Ain I to have those 
details ? ” 

“The Board c.in have- vh.it det.iiK it lil,. of course. 
Rut permit nu- to rein..rh o:; the g n i tl ipn -lioa il. ;i it c,in 
only be a matter of e.-iunaie. A eon - iv.uive b.isia has 
always been ..do|ni d.” 

“ Th.it is .1 m.ii t'.i of ojunion," s..hl So uin - •; “ .ir.d in my 
view it should lie the Ifo.iul's opii.i>.u .liter viiy e.itelul dis¬ 
cussion of the .11 til il ru'uie,.” 

“Old Mont ” w.is - p’ .1 ing. 

“ My d '.ir I’oi") te, lo ..o inio eyerv contract would t ike 
us a week, .itid then gel us no lurihei ; wi‘(-..n bail .iver.ige 
it out.” 

“ Wluat we have not not in ihe-1- ai i on;.! t ud Soames, 
“is the rel.uive propo:lion of loieien li 1. to home risk— 
in the present st.ite of things a vil.d m.itler.” 

TJie Ch.iirni.m spol.e. 

“There will be no diliculiy about tint, I imagine, 
Elderson ? Hut in anv c.i-'-. Mi. I'o; y|e, we shoald haully 
be justified in pcn.ili ing th- pi--eni \’'..r for tiie s.ike of 
eventu.ililies which we hope v.iil imt .11 i 

“ I don’t know,” s.dcl So un' >. “ W’e .ir" In re 10 decide 

policy according to otir cotn.nion. aud we mu.i li.ivc 

the fullest oj'poituhity of e.xcrci iug it. 'I ii..l is my point. 
We have not enounh iiiform..;ion.” 

That “ plausible chap ” was spe.iking ntuiin ; 

“Mr. Forsyte .seems to be iuclic.itiug ;i kick of confidence 
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wliatever that might be, and he was almost afraid to enquire 
—of the time of Oliver Cromwell. There were still four 
generations to be unravelled, and he was losing money and 
the hoj'e of getting anything for it. This it was which caused 
him to gaze askance at the retired building while passing it 
on his v\ay to the Board on the Tuesday after the lunch at 
Fleur’s. Two more wakeful eaily mornings had screwed him 
to the pitch of bringing his doubts to a head and knowing 
where he stood in the matter of the P.P.R.S. ; and this 
sudden reminder that he was spenditig tnoney here, there and 
everywhere, when there was a pos'-ibiliiy, however remote, 
of titiancial liability somewhere else, sharpened the edge of a 
nerve .ilre.idy stroppeil by misgivings. Neglecting the lift 
and walkitig slowly up the two flights of stairs, he “ went 
over” his fellow-directors for the fifteenth time. Old I.«rd 
Fontenoy was there for his name, of course; seldom 
attended, atid w.is what they called “ a dud ”—h’m !— 
nnwailajs; the chaiiman. Sir laike Sharman, seemed 
always to be occuj'ied in not being taken for a Jew. His 
nose was stiaight, but his eyelids gave cause for doubt. His 
surname was inipecc.'ible, but his Cliristian dubious ; his 
voice was reassuringly roughened, but his clothes had a 
suspicious tendency towards gloss. Altogether a man who, 
though shrewd, could not be trusted—So.imcs felt—to be 
giving bis whole mind to other btisiness. As for “ Old Mont ” 
—what was the good of a ninth baronet on a Board ? Guy 
Meyricke, King’s Counsel, l.ist of the three who had been 
“ together,” was a gisHl man in court, no doubt, hut with no 
time for business and no rc.il sense of it ! Remained that 
converted Quaker, old Cuthbert Mothergill—whose family 
name had been a by-word for successful integrity throughout 
the last century, so that people still put Mothergills on to 
boards almost mechanic.dly—rather deaf, nice clean old 
chap, and quite bl.ind, but notliing more. A perfectly 
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Board—and he had no wish to rt‘si^>n—after all, it was a big 
thing, and a thousand a year ! No! Mustn't overdo it ! 

Walking away, he s.tvoured his iiiimi|'h doubtfulK, In' no 
means sure that he had done any good, llis attitude had 
only closed the “all together” tttitude round b.hietson. 
The weakness of his position was that he had nothing to go 
on, save an uneasiness, which when exaininid was found to 
be simply a feeling that he hailn't ei'an;s;h contiol liiinself. 
And yet, there couldn’t be two manageis—you must trust 
yout manager ! 

A voice behind him titttipped : “ Well, l oin-te, yt'o gave 
us quite a shock with your alternative, birst time 1 remem¬ 
ber anything of the soit on that Ilo.ird.” 

“ Sleepy hollow,” said Soaines. 

“ Yes, I generally have a ii.tp. Tt gets very hot in there. 
Wish I'd stuck to my spinneys. They cotiie high, even as 
early as this.” 

Inctir.tbly fiivohms this titnqtping b.ironet ! 

“By the way, Fofwte, I w.inted to s.iy: With all this 
modern birth control .on! the n-t of it, one g' ts une.isy. 
We're ttot the ro\.iI f.onilv ; I'ut lion’t \ou fed with me it’s 
time there was .a moveiiiiMit in hdrs i ” 

Srtames did, but he was not goii;g to confess to anything so 
indelic.atc about his own d.uigl.ter. 

“ Plenty of time.” lie muttered. 

“ I don’t like that dog, Forsyte.” 

Soames stared. 

“ Dog ! ” he s.iid. “ What's tb.It tci <lo with it f " 

“ I like a baby to come belore a dog. l)o-,.>s ,ind poets 
distract young women. My gr.iinhnother h.i I five b.ibies 
before she was twenty-seven. She was a Mont joy; woinier- 
ful breeders, you remember them—the seven Montjov '.rters 
—all pretty. Old Montjriy h.id forty-seven grande).ildren. 
You don’t get it nowadays, Forsyte.” 
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FontpnoN-, Mt-yrirke, back to himself—decisive board of the 
year. lie cfuld not, must not, be [’laced in any dubious 
position ! At lil> first pener.il incelin)' on this concern, he 
must not face the shariliiilder.s without kno\vinj> exactly 
where he stood, ffe looked ag:iin at Eltlerson—sweetish 
fat e, b lid he.id ratlier like Julius Cats.ir’s, nothing to suggest 
irregnl.oity or esccedve optimism—-iii f.ict, somewhat 
rr -enihling th.tt of ol 1 Untie Nicholas Forsyte, whose affairs 
hail been stub att exatnple to the last generation but one. 
The ni.in.ii'ing ilirector having cotn['leted his exposition, 
Soames diietted his gaze at the pink face of dosey old 
Mot hei gill, and said ; 

“ I’tii not satislied that these accounts disclose our true 
position. 1 w.int the Ho.ird .idjourned to this d.iy week, 
Mr. (.'h.iirman, and during the week I want every member 
of the Ho.ird furni.'hed with exact details of the foreign 
contr.ict commitments which do not mature during the 
present fm.inci.il year. 1 notice th.it those are lutnped 
utuier a gener.d estimate of liabilitv. I am not satisfied 
with th.it. d'hev ought to be sep.ir.itely tre.ited.” Shifting 
his g.ive p.ist I'lih-rson to the f.ice of *' Old Mont,” lie went 
on : “ Unless there’s a material change for the better on the 
Continent, whiih I don’t anticipate (quite the contrary), 
1 fully expect those commitments will put us in Queer 
Street next \ear." 

The scr.q'ing of feet, shifting of legs, clearing of throats 
which accomp.inv a slight sense of outrage greeted the 
words "Queer Street”; .ind a sort of s.itisfaction swelled 
in Soames ; he h.id r.tttled their compl.icency, made them 
feel .1 touch of the mi'-giving from which he himself was 
sulTciing. 

“ We have always treated our commitments under one 
gener.d estim.ite, Mr. Forsyte.” 

Plausible chap 1 
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‘ balance of power,’ ‘ keep the ring ’! Really, ii’s an 
inspiration ! ” 

Thus charged with in'^pirath'ii, Soanus <aid ha-^tily ; 

“ I leave you here, I’m goini; to my vl.iiii.'hiei'>.” 

” Ah ! I’m going to iny s' n's. Loi>k at these poor 
devils ! ” 

Down by the Embankment at Blai kfiiais a 1 'and of unem¬ 
ployed were trailing di^m.illy with mom \ boxi s. 

“ Revolution in tlie I'.id ! 1 iuni''s one tiling lti.;l's always 

forgotten, Forsvte, it’-' .t itreat | ity.” 

“ W liat’s tli.it ?” s..id So.iim.-, withgh’otn. 'Ihe f.llfiw 
would tittup all the w.iy to I'l. ui’s ! 

“Wash the wotki'in il.iss, put them in ileiti, pl-.t-.ittt- 
coloured jeans, te.uh ’em to -pe.ik like you .uul me, ;ind 
there’d be tin end of il.es fetling. ll’^ .ill i in.ittei of the 
senses. Wouldn’t vou i.iilur sh.ire .1 bedii om with .1 ih-.in, 
ncat-elothed plutnbi r’-.1- i t.int who t-.i!.-'.ind‘.iiu ih-d hue 
you than w ith a prolilei r u ho dtupped hi-- .ati. hes .iiul rei keJ 
of opt'ponax ? f )f (oune yon woi 1.1. 

“ Never tried,” s.lid S 'lines, “ o doti’t I.''ow.” 

“ Pr.lgm.iti't ! But bi-lieve me. l oi ty—il ihewoil.illt’ 
class would eoneentr.ite oti bohs .11. i .■Ki''"t ii.-te.id of on 
their politie.il and econotnic to h, eipa.diiy would be Herein 
no time.” 

“ I don’t want equ.ility,” stii.l Soames, t.iking his tii ket to 
W’estmin.ster. 

The “ tillupping ” voice pursued him entering the tube 
lift. 

“ /Esthetic eqttalitv, Forsyte, if we litai it. would t-iaovc 
the wish for any other. l)id y u ever t.itch an in.yti-ut.aius 
profesair wishing he w.i.s the King ” 

“ No,” said Soames, opening Ids paper. 
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in the management.” Taking the bull by the horns— 
was he 1 

“ Am I to have that information f ” 

The voii o of old Mothcrgill rose cosy in the silence. 

“ The Hoard c<ndd be adjourned, perhaps, Mr. Chairman ; 
I could tome \ip myself at a pinch. Possibly we could all 
attend. Till- times .ire very pectdi.ir—we mustn't take any 
unnece.ssary risks. The policy of foreign contracts is 
undoubtedly somewhat new to us. We have no re.ison so 
far to compl.iin of the results. And I ,un sure we have the 
utmost confulence in the judgment of our man.iging 
tlirector. Still, as .Mr. I'oisytc h.is asked for tliis informa¬ 
tion, I think peril.ips we ought to have it. What do you 
say, my lord ? ” 

“ I can’t come up next week. I agree with the chairman 
that on these accounts we couldn’t burke this year’s divi- 
detid. No good getting the wind up before wc must. When 
do the .iccounts go out, Eldersoii ? ” 

“ Norm.illy at the end of this week.” 

“These arc not norm.il times,” s.iid Soames. “To be 
quite pl.iin, unless I h.ivc th.it inform.ition I must tender 
my resign.Ition.” He saw very well wh.it w.is passing in 
their minds. .‘\ newcomer making himself a nuisance— 
thev would t.ike his resign.ition re.idily—only it would look 
awkw.ird just before a general meeting unless they could 
announce “ wife's ill-he.ilth ” or something satisfactory, 
which he would t.ike very good care they didn’t. 

The ch.iirm.in s.iid ci'kllv : 

“ Well, we will .idjouiti the Board to this day week ; you 
will be .ible to get us those figures, I'.lderson f ” 

“ Certainly.” 

Into So.imes’ mind tbi-hed the thought: ‘ Ought to ask 
for an independent scrutiny.’ But he looked round. 
Going too far—perhaps—if he Intended to remain on the 
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thought Mirh.nrl, ‘ I'd snoop an edition to nourish Fleur 
after pneumonia ! ’ 

“And I can’t live on my v.itlt ptiees what they 

are. I can’t, Jlr. .Mont, so lu l]' me ! ” 

Michael swivelled. “ Hat lijalt hi re, Ili. het, if we let t'oti 
snoop copies, .ill the p lela i^ will Mump eoplis ; .u'd it they 
do, where are D.inln’ .ind Winter ? In the e.ui. And, if 
they’re in the cart, wlitre .ire ..!! of ton r In tin- '■treet. 
It’s better th;it one of ton shot.id be in the street tln.n that 
all of }-ou slundd, isn’t it ? ’’ 

“Yes, sir, 1 quite s( your j'oint -it’s re eon; but I 
can’t live on re.eon, the le.iu tint.e Lnoi. !,s \on out, when 
you’re oti tin- bre.id line. Adt .Mr. 1 t.mbv to pive in.e mother 
chance.” 

“ Mr. n inby always says that .i ]■> icK-r's work i-- p.irtiiu- 
larly coi.ridenti.d, Irec.mse it's .dinost inq-o -i; le to keep a 
check on it.” 

“Yes, ■•ir, I should feid ih.it in future; but willi .ill this 
unemployment .ii.d no h f.-rence. I'll never pet .iiiotiier job. 
Wh.tt .d M)ut my wife ? ” 

To Michael it w.is .is if he h id s,,i,l “ What .il out Fleur ? ” 
He big,in to p lee the room ; it d the you;.;' ni.m lln ket 
looked .It him with l.irpe do!o;ou- ey- s. I'l- ■ ntly In- i .line 
to a stiir.d^till, with hi- li.ii.d., dei p j liini" d into his [ o. keis 
and his shoulders hnln I. d. 

“ I’ll ask him,” In' s.dd ; “ but 1 don’t b< li'-ve hr will ; 
he’ll say it i'ti’l f.iir on the others. 'S'on h n! hvi topii^ ; 
it’s pretty still, \ou ku'iw—ine.iti. you’ve h .si ’■ :.'i ! • fore, 
doesn’t it ? Wh.it } ” 

“Well, Mr. Mont, anvihir.g Tlnt'il "ive t"." i 'hif"' I 
don’t mind etip.fi s,;n’. 1 k.ive ’.,d a fr .\ ] n aiu , .u.d it’s 

just about k'pt my wife- alive. Yo.i’ve I.O ide.i v\h.il tli.it 
pneumonia’s like for poor J'eoi I-.” 

Mich.iel pu.hcd his fingers •.Jirijaph Lis li.iir. 


E 
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“ C'M’ try’s <‘)Ver-j'fijHiI.iteJ,” snid Soames grimly. 

“ I!v the vvri<.'ig .‘-int - hss of th.em, more of ourselves. 
It’s .d'ao-.t a matter for le;-i ! itiori.” 

“'I'.clk to jfiur M>n,” said Sociiivs. 

“ All ! blit tliey think us foaejs, you know. If we could 
only I'oint to a reason for existence. But it’s diflicult, 
I''ors\ le, it’s dihii idt.” 

“ '1 hey’ve got everything tliey want,” said Soames. 

“Not enough, my dear Forsyte, not enough; the con¬ 
dition of the wahl is on the neives of the young. England’s 
dished, they say, Kiitope'-, dislied. Meaven'-s dished, and so 
is Hell! No ftittire in .iiuthing but the air. You can’t 
breed in the air; at least, 1 doubt it—the dilficulties are 
considei.il h-.” 

Soames snifled. 

“ If only the journalists would hold their confounded 
pens,” he said ; for, more and more of late, iiitli th<“ detro- 
sceiido of scare in the daily I’ress, he uas ri’gaining the old 
sound Foi-,\te feeling of srimity. “We’ve only to keep 
clear of Euiope," he added. 

“ Keep I le.ir and keep tin- ling ! l'oi,-.v te, I k'elieve vou’ve 
hit it. (lood fiieiu'.ly terms with Sc.mdin.u i.i, Holland, 
Spain, It.ily, Tuikey ■ all the otitK ing conntiies that we can 
gi t at bv se.t. .And let the others liiec their weirds. It's an 
idea!" II ow the ill.ip rattled on ! 

“ I'm no p. liti, i in.” s.dd So.irnes. 

“ Kei-p the ting! 'I'he new foimula. It’s what we’ve 
been coming to ut'i one, jeusly I .And as to trade to say 
we c.in't do wiih.out tr.id.ing with this country or with that 
— bunkum, niy de.ir Forsvte. The world’s large—we 
can.’’ 

“ I don't know anything .ibout that,” said Soames. “ I 
only know we mtist drop this foreign contract assurance.” 

“ Why not lonline it to the ring countries ? Instead of 
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He’s * got the bird ’—poor devil! I wondered if ytniM 
mind putting in a word for him—old D.m won’t listen to 
me . . . yes, got a wife—Fleur's uge ; pncumi>r.i.i. so he 
says. Won’t do it ag.iin with yours .tnywiy, insur.ince by 
common gratitude—wh.it! . . . Tli.inks, old in.in, awfully 
good of you—will you boh in, tlu-n ? WV i.,n go round 
home together . . . Oh ! Well I You’ll bob in .inyway. 
Aurev ! ” 

Good chap, old Wilfiid I Real good di.ip-—underneath ! 
Underneath—w’n.it ? 

Replacing tlie receiver, Michael saw a sud.b n great (loud 
of sights and scents and sounds, so foreign to the priiuiples 
of his firm th.it he w.is in the h ibit of rejecting inst.int.i- 
neously every m.inusi.ript whidi dealt with them. The war 
might be “ olf ” ; but it w.is still “ on ” within Wilftid, and 
himself. T.iking up .i tube, he spoke ; 

“Mr. Datiby in hi-' loom? Right! If hr shows any 
signs of Hitting, let me know at once.” . . . 

Between Midi.iel .atni his senior pirtner .1 gulf w.is fixed, 
not less deep th.iti tlt.it between two <-p'-di^, though p ir- 
ti.illy filled in bv Winter’s middle-.ig'- .md .uioinmod.iting 
temper.inient. Mich.id h.id .ilmost noihing .ig.iinst Mr 
Danby except th.it he w.is alw.iyi right - I’liilii' Norm.in 
D.inbv, of Sky House, C'.iin^'den Hill, .1 in.m of si.My .and 
some f.imily, with a t.ill forehe.id, a prepoiub r.nii e i,f body 
to leg, and .in expression both ste.cdy .0..I ielle(.tive. His 
eyes were peril.ips r.ither close togethi-r, .ind his nosp r.itlier 
thin, but he looked a h.ind'onie piece in his well projtor- 
tioned room, llegl.inced up from the form.itionof .1 correct 
judgment on a m.itter of adveni.scmerit when Wilfiid 
Desert came in. 

“ Well, Mr. Desert, what can I do for you ? Sit down ! ” 

Desert did not sit down, but look'-d at the engravings, 
at his fingers, at Mr. Danby, and said : 
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Beneath its veneer of cheerful irresponsibility, the 
character of Michael Mont haJ decpeneil durinp two years 
of anchorage and continuity. He had been obliged to think 
of others ; and his time was occupied. Conscious, from the 
fall of the flag, that he was on suflerance with I’leur, admit¬ 
ting as whole the half-truth ; “ // y a toujours un qui haise, 
ft Pautre qui tend la jnue," he had developed real powers of 
domestic consiJerttiion ; and yet he did not seem to redress 
the b.dante in his public or puldidiing existence. He found 
the human side of his lni''iness too stnirig for the nuuietary. 
Danbv :ind Winter, however, were beating up against him, 
and sliowed, so f.ir, no •dgas of the b uikruptcy prophesied 
for them by Soames on being told of tlie priiii Iples wltich his 
son-indaw intended to intro.luce. No more in puldi-hing 
than in any other w.tlk of life was .Mi> h.i' l finding it possible 
to work too much on principle. The field of action was so 
strewn with f.iits- human, vegetable .ind mineral. 

On this s.ime Tuesd.tv afietnoon, h.iviiig long tussled with 
the price of tlu'se veget.ible f.tct.s, pap'T and linen, he was 
listening with his pointed ears to the pi tint of a packer 
discovered with five copies of “ Copper Coin ” in his over¬ 
coat pocket, and the too obvious intention of converting 
them to Ids tnvn use. 

Mr. D.inby h.td “ given him the bird ”—he didn’t deny 
thtt he was going to sell them, but what would Mr. 
Mont h.ive done ? He owed rent—and his wife wanted 
nourishing after pncumoni.n—wanted it bad, ‘ Dash it! ’ 
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Desert smiled, too ; “ Oh ! h;m" rules ! Do it as a favour 
to me. I wrote the rotten hook.” 

No trace of stni{js,’le sliowed in Mr. ITinln’s f.ice ; but his 
deep-set, close-togctlier eyes sh.onc .i lu'lc. 

“ I should be only too el,id, ! ut it’s .i nnttei —well, of 
conscience, if you like. I’m not pi'^eeuting the in.in. lie 
must leave—ih.it’s .ill." 

Desert shruv'.;>'d hi-, slicnl h rs. 

“ Well, pi.od-bve ! " and he went out. 

On the in.it w.is Miih.ul in two ininds. 

“ Well ? ” 

“ No fto. The old I I'jliter’s too jii;t.” 

Mkh.iel stiverid !ii> li.iir. 

“ W'.iit in niy room t;\e niirnit' s while I let the poor 
bepftar know, then I'll lome .ilom,;.” 

" No," s lid Di 'i-rt, ■■ I’m poin-j the otluT w.iv.” 

Not the f.iet tli.it WlKil 1 W.IS p 'inp the other w ly- he 
alino'^t .ilu.ivs w.is---l i;t eorn'lliinp in the tone of his voice 
and the look on his f.u e obse.,,,i Miih.e!’'. im.n.'in.itioti 
while he went down'-t.iir> to s'-ek Hi kel. \\ dlii l w.is a ruin 
chap—he went “ d.iik ’’ so .n.l.i. ;.ly ! 

In the nether n 'rioiis he .i.'k' J ; 

“ Bieket pone ? ” 

“ No, sir, there he is.” 

There he w.is, in his sh.ihby overco-it, with his pale narrow 
face, and his disproportion.itely larj.’C eyi ;, aiul his sloping 
shoulders. 

“ Sorry, Birket, Mr. Desert h.is beet: in, but it’s impo.” 

“ No, sir ? ” 

“ Keep your pecker up, you’ll c-'t sotnetl in-;.” 

“I’m .ifrcilc not, sir. Will, I ih.inl: \oii v'-rv ’enrlilv; 
and I thank Mr. De-i-rr. Goo.’ nipht, sir ; an ! pood 1,,'e ; ” 

Michael w.itched him down the eotiidor, saw l.im waver 
into the dusky street. 
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“ How old’s your wife f ” 

“ Only a girl—twenty.” 

Twenty ! Just Fleur’s age ! 

“ I’ll tell you what I’ll du, Bicket; I’ll put it up to Ml. 
Desert; if he speaks for you, perhaps it may move Mr. 
Danby.” 

“ Well, Mr. Mont, th.ink you—you’re a gentleman, we all 
say that.” 

“ (111! h.ang it ! But look here, Bicket, you were 
reckoning on those five copies. Take this to make up, and 
get your wife what’s necessary. Only for goodness’ sake 
don’t tell Mr. Danby.” 

“Mr. Mont, I wouldn’t deceive you for the world—I 
won’t sy a word, sir. And niy wife-—well ! ” 

A snilT, a shuflle—Mkhael was .done, with his hands 
plunged deeper, his shoulders hunched higher. And 
.suddenly he l.iughed. I’ity ! Pity was pop ! It W'as all 
dam’ funny. Here he was rew.irding Bicket for snooping 
“ Copper Coin ! ” A sudden longing possessed him to 
follow the little packer .ind see what he did with the two 
pounds—see whether “ the pneumi'ni.i ” w.is re.d or a fig¬ 
ment of the br.iin behind those dolorous eyes. Impossible, 
though ! Inste.id he must ring up Wilfrid and ask him to 
put in a woril with old D.inby. His own word was no 
earthly. He h.id put it in loo often ! Bicket! Little one 
knew of anybody, life wm.-- deep .ind d.irk, and upside down ! 
What was honesty f Pressure of life vt-rsus power of resist¬ 
ance—the result of th.it fight, when the hitter won, was 
honesty ! But why resist ? Love thy neighbour as thyself 
—but not more! And wasn’t it a d.irned sight harder for 
Bicket on two pounds a week to love him, than for him on 
tweiitv-four pounds a wei k to love Bicket ? . . . 

“Il.dlo; . . Th.it you, \^’llfI id r . . Mich.iel speaking. . . 
Oncof our packers has been snooping copies of ‘ Copper Coin.' 



BICKET 




the rent and some good food. Ffruv Iiirky tlieyh.id been care¬ 
ful to have no babv! Hesoiieht the basement. HUlandlady 
was doing the week’s wa^liin;;. Slie paused, in sl'eer sur¬ 
prise at such full and voluiu.iry p.i\iiunt, and iiupiircd 
after his wife. 

“ Di'ing nicely, tliank you. ” 

“ Well, I’m irlad of tliai, it luusi be .i relief to your mind.” 

“ It is,” said Bicket. 

The landl.idy thought : ‘ He’s a thr-.i.l p ip-r -reminds 

me of a shrimp before \oii Ml.- ii, wi’h ilio-e (■••■e-,.' 

“Here’s vour receipt, .uul th st.k yii. to ’ave 

seemed nervous .d-out it, but tinu s .ire ’.ud.” 

“ They are,” s.iid BiJ.et. “ long ! ” 

With the receij't .<;’d the melt j'lly in hi bft h.iiid, he 
opened the door of hi- fiot't room. 

His wife u.is ittii'g bef.re a veiy little fite. Her bobbed 
black h.iir, uinkly toa.ir.is the en.i-. l.i.l go.vMi duiini; her 
illness j it •'hook u iie'i 'h" tumid her Im.id .ttid •■ mih il. 1 o 
Bkket—not fir the ii.-t tiiii' - ih it siuib- ‘i em< d queer, 
“pathetic-like,” m\ I'liia.' .e- if -I e ,I'.\ thii,;'. th.it one 
didn't see onc'i If. Her ii niv w.i Vhi !• tine, .md he v.iirl ; 
“ Well. \’ie. ? This j 11 's .a 1 it "f .11 mdit. .ii..l I’ve pyde 
the rent.” lb' >.it on th • irni ol the i h.iii .oul ‘-he pul her 
h.md on his kii'-e—her thin turn etm iped I lue-white from 
the (l.irk dressing-gown. 

“ W. 11, Tony : ” 

Her f.iee—thin .md p.de with I'.o e ) d ok eyes .tnd 
beautifully formed c;. ■ : ro.e — w.i- one th o “ lo..!. d .it you 
from somewhere; .ii;d when it lookd .it jou—w'il ! it 
got you right insi b-! ” 

It got him now .md he s 1 ; “ Ho.-.’ve you been 

breathin’ .> ” 

“All right—nT.ch better. I'll -'on beo'it ii” 

Bicket twisted himself routid o.d jon.' I hi* lip* to her> 
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“ F.ict i», r want j-ou to let that packer chap off, Mr. 

D.mby/’ 

“ l',>c!:i:r chap. Oh ! All! Bickct. Mont told you, I 

siij’j'iisc ” 

“ ; lic’p };()l a yoanj; vifi- duv.-n v. ilh pneumonia.” 

“ 'I'lii-)' .ill ”<> to our friiMul .Moni with some tale or other, 
Mr. l.)i" erl—lie li.ii: a very soft heart. But I’m afr.iiJ I 
can’t keep this man. It's a most itisidious thing. We’ve 
been tr\ ing to trace a le.il: for some time.” 

Desert le.ined against the manlel].iecc and stared into 
tile fire. 

“ Well, Mr. n.inhy,” he said, “ your gener.ition mat" like 
the soft in liter.iuire, hut yni'u- j-reiiom. h.inl in life. Ours 
won’t lool: .It sofiness in literature, hut we're a deuced sight 
less hard in lile.” 

“ I don't I hink it's lumd,” s lid Mr. D.itiby, “ only just.” 

“ Are you .1 judgv of justice : ” 

“I hope so.” 

” Tiy four \e.trs' hell, and h.tve an-itlier go.” 

“ I re.tlh don't •-(■e 1 lie contieetioii. The e.\)'erience you’ve 
beeti through, Mr. Desert, w.is hound to be w.tipitig.” 

Wilfrid turned .tnd si.ued .it him. 

“ I’oigise my s.i\ in;.; so, but sittin.g hero and being just is 
much more w.irpitig. Life is j'retty .good puig.itory, to all 
except .ibout thirty per cent, of ejown-up people.” 

hir. D.inhv .inih'd. 

- w e simj'h.' couldn't roud'irt our business, my dear 
j'oung m.tn, without scrupulous hone.sty in evert body. To 
make no distinc'i.'ti between liotiesty and di-honesty would 
he cpiite unf.iir. ^■ou know tluit perfeeily well."’ 

“ I don’t know anything perfectly well, Mr. Danby ; and 
I mi.stntst those who say they do." 

" Well, let us put it tliat there .tre rules of the game which 
must be observed, if society is to function at all.” 
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believe if we ’ad sun we’d botli be twice the size we are. I’d 
like to see colour in your cheeks, \’ic.” 

“ How much docs it cost to get out there f " 

“ A lot more tlian we c.in ly h.ir.ds on, tli.ii’s the trouble. 
But I’ve been tlunkin’. En^'l.i.id’s .tbout done. There’s 
too many like me.” 

“ No,” s.iid I’ictorinc ; ‘‘ tliere aren’t enoui'h.” 

Bicket looked .it her faci-, tin n cjuivl.lv .it )ii. { Lite. 

“ What myde you t.ike .i f.iui v to me ’’ 

“ Bec.iuse you don’t tliiiik of cui'.lf, tli.ii's uliv.” 

“Used to b fore I knew \ou. l!.u IM do ..nul.iu;; foe 
you, \ ic.” 

“ ll.ive some? of this jelly, then, it’s ..u ful ”ood.” 

Bickett .cliook hi.s he.id. 

“If we Could \\\ke u]' in C'-utr.d li.i,” lie .said. 

“But there's only one tl.u.j.; ceit.du, '...'h ewk'- uy in lh.it 
blighted little room. Never mind. I’ll get .i j.ih .md e.irn 
the moiu’y yet.” 

“ Could ue win it on a nice f ” 

“Well, I’ve oi.ly got foil'.- even ho!) ..II ti Id, and if we 
lose it, where’ll you be ^ lui ve got ti; !■ i d uj', you know. 
No, I nui't get .1 job.” 

“The)’ll give joii a gro.l reiomui''',!, won’t tlu-y f ” 

Bicket lo-e .lud he..[ ' dhi-['lile.i:.lii.]' 

“ Tliev would, but th.il joi)'. i.!l II, I 'oiked.” 

Tell her the truth ? .Never 1 .''o h '.y him ! 

In their iv d, one of tlio c ju t too wi.i- for one and 
just not wide enough for two, he l.iv, witli h-r h ir 
almost in his mouth, tldnl.i-g wh.it to .'.iv to his 
Union, and how to go to work to v' i .1 join .And in icis 
thoughts as tlie liouts di-w on li.- b.i;:. .1 hi, loos. ’I’o 
draw liis uncmj'loym.ent money i.e wo.'.l I, ive to t'll liis 
Ur.ion wli.at the trouble v..is. Blow th- I’l.io.i ■ Ib- w ..n’t 
going to be accou.ntjbdc to then. 1 lit kt.ew why he’d 
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“ J jJIy! ” he said, and laughed. . . . 

T}ie natural suspicions of Michael and his senior partner 
that a talc was being pitched were not in fact justified. 
Neither the wife nor the pneumonia had been exaggerated ; 
and wavering away in the direction of Blackfriars Bridge, 
Bickct thought not of his turpitude nor of how just Mr, 
Danby had been, but of what he should say to her. He 
should not, of course, tell her that he h.ad been detected in 
stealing ; he must say he had “ got the bird for cheeking the 
foreman ” ; but wh.it would she think of liim for doing that, 
when everything as it were depended on his not cheeking 
the foreman ? This was one of those melancholy cases of 
such affection that he had lieen coming to his work day after 
day feeling as if he h.id “ l<-ft h.ilf his guts ” behind him in 
the room where she lay, and when at last the doctor said to 
him : 

“ She’ll get on now, but it’s left her very run down—you 
must feed her up,” his anxiety had hardened into a resolu¬ 
tion to have no more. In the next three weeks he had 
“ snoopeil ” eighteen “Copper Coin^,” imluding the five 
found in his overcoat. He had only “pitched on ” Mr. 
Desert’s book because it was “ ea^y sohl,” and he was sorry 
now th.it he h.idti’t pitched on sonte one eKe's. Mr. Deseit 
had been very decent. He stoppcil .tt the corner of the 
Str.ind, and went over his money. With the two pounds 
given him by Miihael .and his w.igrs he had seventj-five 
shillings in the world, atul going into the Stores he bought a 
me.it jelly and a tin of Benger’s food th.it could be m.ide 
with water. With pockets bidging he took a ’bus, which 
dropped him at the corner of his little street on the Surrey 
side. His wife and he occupied the two ground floor rooms, 
at eight shillings a week, and he owe d for three. ‘ Better py 
that !’he thought, ‘and have a roof until she’s well.’ It 
would help him over the news, too, to show her a receipt for 



CHAPTER IX 

Con FUSION 

Two hours behinii Biikel, Mich.u-1 wavoroii towards 
home. Old Danhy was lijilit .is iisu.il if you couldirt trust 
)our packers, you niiylit shut up shop! Away from 
Bickct’s eyes, he douhted. Peili.ips the lii.i]’ li.idn’t .1 wife 
at all! Then \\ ilfrid’s manner usuiped the pl.iee of IVh kei’s 
morals. Old Wilfiid h.ul been .ihrupi .lud i|iKer tlie l.isl 
three times of meeting. Was he Iioiliiiy up for verse ’ 

He found Tiiif;-a liiijr at the foot of the siaiis in a con¬ 
servative attitude. “ 1 am not yoiiif; up,” he seemed s.i_\ inp, 
“ until .someone carries me--.it tlie s.ime time it islatu ih.m 
usual! ” 

“Where’s jour mistres.s, you heraldic little Insist i ” 

Ting-.i-line snufiled. " I could put up witli it,” heituplied, 
“ if you cariied me- these st.iii, .ne l.dioiioij.! ” 

Michael took Idm up. “ Let’s go .md fmd. her.” 

Squeezed iimhran arm h.irder tlian hi^ mistress’, Ting a- 
ling stared as if with 1 l.iik-pl.iss ejes ; .iiid the plume of his 
emet>rent t.iil quiveied. 

In the bedroom .Mu.h.ul dropped hitn 'o abseni-miiuiedly 
that he went to his corner j lume pendent, <iiui touched there 
in dudgeon. 

Nearly dinner time and Fleur not in ! Mic hael went over 
his sketchy recollection of tn-r pi.ms. To-,l.iy she hail bei n 
having Hubert Mar-land and tliat \ ertigiiiisl- wh.it was his 
name r— to lunch. There would Imve been fuims to tb-.ir 
off. V’ertitiinists—like milk--m.u!e c.ub'.nic attd gas in the 
lungs! Still! Half-past seven! \\h..' wao h.q jci-ing 
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The kiss lasted some time, because all the feelings which he 
had not been able to express during the past three weeks 
to her or to anybofly, got into it. He sat up again, “ sort 
of exhaiist<'d,” staring at the fire, and said: “ News isn’t 
bright—lost my job, V'ic.” 

“ Oh ! 'fony ! Why ? ” 

liii ket swallowed. 

“ Fact is, things arc slack and they’re reducin’.” 

There h.id surged into hi.s mind the certainty that sooner 
than tell her the truth he tsuuld put his head under the 
gas 1 

“ Oh ! dear 1 What shall we do, then ? ” 

Bi( kel's voice hardened. 

“Don’t you worry—I’ll get something”; and he 
whistled. 

“ But you liked that job.” 

“ Did 1 ? 1 liked so.lie o’ the fellers; but as for the job— 
why, wh.it w.is it ? Wi.ippiii’ books up in a bysemcnt all 
dy long. Ja-t's have someiliing to eat and get to bed 
e.irly —1 feel .is if I could sleep lor a week, now I’m shut of 
it.” 

fjetting their supper re.idy with her help, he carefully 
did not look .it her f.ice for fe.ir it might “ get him .agync 
iiisiile 1 ” They h ul lailv been m.irriial a year, liaving made 
acqiMint..nce on a ti.uii, ,md liicket often wondered wh.it 
h.id m.ule her t.ike to him, eight ye.irs her senior and C3 
dining the w.ir 1 And yei .-he must be fond of him, or she’d 
novel look at him as she dal. 

“ Sit down and try this j 

He himself .ttc bre.id .ind margarine and drank cocoa, he 
schloni li.ul .inv p.irtii.ul ir .ippetite. 

“ Sli ill I tell you wliit I'd like?” he said; “I’d like 
Cenir.il .•\ii--'r\ 'i.i. We h id a bi'ok in tli 're about it ; they 
•y thete’s quite a movement. I'd like soma sun. I 
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Ting-a-ling, still couch.int, greeted him ghimr i/.irif’tti 
arrested as at disappointment. MiclniL-l opened a \v.ndro\ie. 
She had! Good I He was t.ikiiii; .i snill joiii-.l, when 
Ting-a-ling passed him trott.inr, and her vi iee .v.iid : “ Well, 
my darling 1 ” Wishing th.it h.e w.is, MkIi.u! emerged from 
behind the wardrobe door. Ile.iven ! Sl.e looked I'tetty, 
coloured by the wind ! He stood r.ither wi lfully -ih tit. 

“ Hallo, Mieh.iel! I’m rather kite. Been to the Chib .iiid 
walked home.” 

Michael had a quite unaeeount.iMe feelin;: th.it tliere w.is 
suppression in th.U St. itement. lle.d o‘.u[ | n-.. id, .ui.l s.iid : 
“I was just lookiiig to see th.it you'll got \our fur, it’s 
bc.istly cold. Your il.id and B.iit h.ive bieii iiiid went .-w.iy 
fasting.” 

Fleur shod her co.at and dropi'.'d itito a tli.iir. ” I’m 
tired. Your ears :ire i tii l.iug up '-o i.ii - ly to-m dit, .Mi. h.iel. 

Michiiel wi-nt on his knees .ind joine.i la. h.ii.d:. h.hiiul 
her w.iist. Her e\'es h.id .i slr.O'ee look, a SLnitiny whiih 
held hiiii in susp.n s', .1 litih- si.iith-d. 

“ If \'‘U got pneuinoiii.i,’’ he s.ud. " I shot.Id go clean out 
of curl.” 

“ W hy on e.irth shonh! I : ” 

“You don’t know th.e mnner'inn—never mind, it 
wouldn’t ino’rc'it \ou. We're i.ot g i”.- out, .ire we ? ” 

“ Of course we are. It's .Ali on’s n.o: tl.ly.” 

“ Oh ! Lord ! If \ou’re tit'd we eo,.l.l i nt th.it.” 

“Mvdear! Impo^.l She’s g. a ..II 01 ’ of | oo; le> oining.” 

Stilling a disp.iragenictit, he 'iglad out: “ Righl-o ! 
W'ar-p.unt ? ” 

“ Ye=, white waistcoat. I like you in white w.ii'To.if,.’’ 

Cunning little wruch! He ‘.(juce/ed h'-r w.d t .m.l to e 
Fleur l.d.l a light stroke on his h.ind, and he vvet.t into his 
drcssir.g-room eorr.forted. . . . 

But Fleur s.'.t still for .it lea-.t five rni.iufes—iiot precisely 
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sncplt'd the books; but it was nobody else’s business, 
nobody else could understand his feelings, watching her so 
breaibless, pale and thin. Strike out for himself! And a 
million and a half out o’ work ! Well, he had a fortnight’s 
keep, and something would turn up—and he might risk a 
bob or two and win some money, you never know. She 
turned in her sleep. ‘ Yes,’ he thought, ‘ I’d do it 
agync . . . ’ 

Next day, after some hours on foot, he stood under the 
grey easterly sky in the grey street, before a plate-gl.tss 
window protecting an ass(jrtment of fruits, and sheaves of 
corn, lumps of metal, and brilliant blue butterflies, in the 
carefully golden light of adverti.H-d Australia. To Bicket, 
who had never been out of England, not often out of 
London, it was like standing outside I’aradise. The 
atmosphere within the office it^elf was not so golden, and 
the money req\iired considerable; but it brought P.iradise 
nearer to take away pamphlets which almost burned his 
hands, they were so warm. 

I,.iter, he and she, sitting in the one armchair—advantage 
of being thin—pored over ilu-se alchemised pages and 
inh.iled their glamour. 

“ D'vou think it's tiue. Tony ? ” 

“ If it's thirty per cent, true it’s good enough for me. 
We just must g<'t theie somehow. Kiss me.'’ 

From .iround the conn r in the m.iin road the rumbling 
of the trams and carts, and the rattling of their window- 
p.ine in the dr.mght)' dry easterly wind increased their 
feeling of escape into a g.is-lit I’aradise. 
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pause. But dismissing hesitation with the thought : ‘ I 
will be Parisian—Proust ! ’ she had started for lier Club. 
Three-quarters of an hour, with no more stimulant than 
three cups of Chinese tea, tltroe b.uk mnnIuTs of the 
“ Glass of Fashion,” three back .'iews of country member?, 
“dead in chairs,” had sent her fonli .1 careful qu.liter of 
an hour beliind lier time. 

On the top floor Wilfrid was standing in his itpen doorway, 
pale .as a soul in purg itory. He took her h.iiid gently, .ind 
drew lier in. Fleur thou'dit with a little tluiil : ‘ Is this 
what it’s like? Du iSli’ dt i/.rz S.c.inn'' Fteeiug her 
hand, she began at oitce to llutter round the “junk,” 
clinging to it piece by piece. 

Old Isngli-h “ jutik ” r ither manoii.d, uiih here .mil there 
an eastern or First Kmpire bit, colleit.d by .-ome bygone 
Desert, nomadic, or attailud to the Fn lu h loiirt. Site w.is 
afraid to sit douii, for fear thit he might be.jin to follow 
the authorities ; nor did she want to te..unie the intense 
talk of the T.ite (]all ery. “ Junk ” «as s.de, .iii.l she only 
looked at him in those brief itiierval h' n liew.is not looking 
at her. She knew she w.is not plating the gone accoiding 
to “ La (lar^otine ” .md .Amabel Na/ing ; that, indin d, she 
was in danger of going away without havitig .ul.l'd to her 
sens itions. And she couldn't h'!j' b-'ing sorty for Wilfiid; 
his eyes ye.irited after her, hit lips were bitti-r to look at. 
When at last from sheer e.'th.iustioii of “ junk ” sJo- sat 
down, he had flung himself .it her f. et. Half hcpnotisid, 
with her ktiees again a his theat, ,ts safe ,\s she co.ild hope 
for, she really felt the tragedy of it—his horror of hi:ii-elf, 
his passion for herself. It w.is painful, d- ji ; it did not fit 
in with what she had been !■ d to e.xp tt ; it wa^ not in the 
period, and how—how was she to get awav without nioic 
pain to him and to herself ? Wh-n -he hud got away, with 
one kiss received but not answered, she reedijeJ that she 
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to-night f Weren’t they going to that play of L.S.D.’s I 
—tJirit was to-morrow ! Was there conceivably nothing I 
If so, of course she would shorten her unoccupied time as 
much as possible. He made that reflection humbly. Michael 
had no illusions, he knew himself to be commonplace, with 
only a certain redeeming liveliness, and, of course, his affec¬ 
tion for her. He even recognised that his affection was a 
weakness, tempting him to fussy anxieties, which on prin¬ 
ciple he restrained. To enquire, for instance, of Coaker or 
I’liilps—their man and their maid—when she had gone out, 
would be thoroughly against that principle. The condition 
of the world was such that Michael constantly wondered if 
his own affairs were worth paying attention to; but then 
the condition of the world was also such that sometimes 
one’s own aff.iirs seemed all that were wot th paying attention 
to. And yet his aff.drs were, practically speaking, Fleur ; 
and if he paid loo much attention to them, he was afraid of 
annoying her. 

He went into his dressing-room and undid his waistcoat. 

‘Hut no!’ he thought; ‘If she finds me ‘dressed’ 
already, it’ll put too much point on it.’ So he did up his 
waistcoat and went downstairs again. Coaker was in the 
hall. 

“ .Mr. F orsvte and Sir Lawrence looked in about six, sir. 
Mrs. xM. ■nt w.is out. V\ h.it time sh.dl I serve dinner f ” 

“Oh! ab(jut a quailer past eight. I don't think we’re 
going out.’’ 

He went into the dr.iwing-room and passing down its 
Chinx'se emptiness, xlrew aside the curtain. Tlie square 
looki'xl cold and d.iik anxl draughty; and he thought: 

‘ Bit ket— pneuim'iiia -1 la'pe she’s got her fur coat.’ He 
took out a cigarette ami put it back. If she saw him at the 
window she would think him fussy , and he went up again 
So Me ii she had put on her fur I 
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those who still stood listening, were, here and there, a Gii rdon 
Minho, a society painter and his wiie, a scuiptot W 

a job. Fleur, wedged between L.idy Feynte, the p.iintet’s 
wife, and Gurdon Minho himself, In g.in pl.mning an ev.ision. 
There—yes, there was Mr. Ch.il^ont ! At J..ttly Alison’s, 
Fleur, an excellent judge of “ never wasted her 

time on artists and writers—she could meet tht'm anvuliere. 
Here she intuitively picked out tlie l'ij;ge>i " Inig,” iK.liiico- 
literary, and waited to pin him. Al"or'ntd in the ide.i of 
pinning Mr. Chalfont, she overlooked a ]'iico of di.iinn 
passing without. 

Mich.iel had clung to the top of the stairwav, in no mood 
for talk and skirmish ; and. leaning against tl.c- balustrade, 
wasp-thin in his long white waisiioai, with hands deep 
thrust into his trousers’ pc'ckets, he wateh -d the turns and 
twists of Fleur’s white neck, and listened to the Ilalkan 
songs, with a sort of hl.uikness in his hrain. The woid : 
“Mont I” startled him. Wilftid wa^ --t.iiaHi.g just h<low. 
Mont ! He h.id not been that to \\ ilf:id fi.r two j ears I 

“ Come dow n here.” 

On that h dl-landlng was a lur.t of Lionel Charw' 11 , K.C., 
by Boris Slruinolowski, in the genie h - li.ol ■ i/u .dly .id ij'ted 
when June Forsvte gave up siipjoiiii,;; lus authentic hut 
unrewarded g nius. It h.id h-en .dna' t ituiiaingui h.dile 
from any of the other Inists in th.it ve.tr's .Ai ad' iny, ,ind was 
used by the young Ch irwells to eh.dk nioust.u li' s on. 

Be.side this object Desert le.iii'd .ig u. '; tin- w.ill with lus 
eyes closed. His face w.'S a study to Ma Intel. 

“ What’s wrong, Wilfrid ? ” 

Desert did not move. “ You’ve got to know—I’m in love 
with Fleur.” 

“ What ! ” 

“ I’m not going to play the snake. You’re i.p agr.inst m*. 
Sorry, but there it U ! You can let fly ! ” His fate was 
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“ a prey to conflicting emotions,” but the victim of very 
considerable confusion. Two men within the last hour had 
done tliis thing —knelt at her knees and joined their fingers 
behind her vs'aist. Undoubtedly she h.ad been rash to go to 
Wilfrid’s rotims. The moment she got there she had per¬ 
ceived how entirely unprepared she really was to commit 
herself to what was pliysical. True he had done no more 
than Michael. Hut—Goodness !—she had seen the fire she 
was playing with, realised what torment he was in. She 
had strictly forbidden him to say a word to Michael, but 
intuitively she knew that in his struggle between loy.alties 
she could rely on notliing. Confused, startled, touched, 
she could not help a pleasant w.irmth in being so much loved 
by two men at once, nor .in itch of curiosity about the 
upshot. And she sighed. She h.ul added to her collection 
of experiences—but how to add further without breaking up 
the collection, and even perhaps the collector, she could 
not see. 

After her words to Wilfrid before the Eve ; “ You will be 
a fool to go - w.iit ! ” she had known lie would expect some¬ 
thing before long. Often he had askeil her to come and pass 
judgment on his “ junk.” A month, even a week, ago she 
would have gone without thinking more than twice about it, 
and discussed his “junk” with Michael .ifterw.uvls ! But 
now she thought it over many times, and but for the fumes 
of lunch, and the feeling, engendered by the society of the 
“ V'ertiginist,” of .\m.ibel M.i/ing, of Linda Frewe, that 
scruples of any kin.l were “ stulTy,” sensations of all sorts 
“the thing,” she windd probably still have been thinking it 
over now. When they departed, .she h.id t.iken a deep breath 
and her telephone receiver from the Cliinese tea chest. 

If Wilfrid were going to be in at h.ilf-past five, she would 
come and see his “ junk.” 

His answer : “ My God ! Will you ? ” almost gave her 
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“ You can chuck in\’ l)oi>ks o\ cr to some other publisher.” 
Micliael ,«hruj;t;ed. 

“Good-night, then,” s.ud Desert. “Sorry for being so 
primitive.” 

Michael looked straiitht in. i his “ best man’s ” face. 
There was no mistaking its expression of latter di sp.iir. He 
made a h.ilf-movemetit with his h.ind, uttered h.dt the word 
“ Wilfrid,” and, as Desert ueni down, he went ui'st.iiis. 

B.ack in his pi.ice ag.unst the b.diistrade, he liii d to le.dise 
that life w.is a laugliiiig ni.itter, .ind coiddti't. I In position 
required a ser|'eiit's cunning, a liiin’.s nmr.ige, .1 drive’s 
gentleness; he w.is not cnn.siious of possessiitg such pro¬ 
verbial qu ilities. If Fleur li.id loved him .is In- loved, her, 
he would h.ive h.ul for Wilfiid .1 real coiujMs-.ion. li was 
so natural to f.dl in love with I'b-ur ! Hut she didn't oh ! 
no, she didn’t ! Miih.ul h.ul one virtue -if virtue it Iv—a 
moderate opinion of himself, .1 disposition to tliiidt highly of 
his fiieruls. He h.id thought highly of l)e-ert ; atul odd ! 
— he still did not think louly of him. Here was his friend 
trying to .io him mott.d ii.juiv, to .di 'n.ue the .ilTei tioii ■— 
more honestly, the tolei.ition <•! hi^ wife; and yet he ilid 
not think him a c.ul. Siu h leniene v, he km-w, w.is ho|'elcs8 ; 
but the doctrines of free uill, .tii.i free coinr.ut, were not to 
him mere liter.iry conceptions, they wen- p irt of his ii.itiire. 
To apply dun-s, however de ir.iMe, would not be on his 
cards. And something like desp.dir r.iv.iged tin- lusut of 
him, watching Fleur's ingr;iti.iting little tricks with the 
great Gerald Ch.ilfont. If she h ft him for Wilfiid ! But 
surely—no --her father, her house, her dog, hi-r friends, Imr 
—her collection of— of —she would rot- could not give 
ibt’m up ? But suppose she kept everythinj;, Wilfrid 
included! No, no J She wouldn’t ; Only for a w. ond did 
that possibility blur the natural Iny.dty of his mind. 

Well, whtit to do ? Tell her—t.ilk the th ng out ? Or 
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had passed through a quarter of an hour of real life, and wa* 
not at all sure that she liked it. . . . But now, s<afe in her 
own room, undressing for Ali<^on’s monthly, she felt curious 
as to what she would have been feeling if things had gone as 
far as was jiroper according to the authorities. Surely she 
had not expeiienced one-tenth of the thoughts or sensations 
th.'it woidd have been assigncil to her in any advanced piece 
of literature ! It had been disillusioning, or else she was 
defuient, and I'leur could not be.ir to feel deficient. And, 
lightly powdiriiig her shoulders, she bent her thoughts 
towaids Alison’s monthly. 


Thovigh I.ady Alison enjoyed an occ.t'-ional encounter 
with the younger generation, the Aubrey (Ireenes and 
Linda Kreues ol this life were not loti 'j'iciunis by their pre¬ 
sence .It her gatlierings. Ne;ta (Jorse, indeed, had once 
attended, but one h g.d an,l two lilerarv politicos who had 
been in lontact with her, h.id contpl.iini d of it afterwards. 
She had, it seemed, rent little .--piked holes in the garments 
of their Stlf-esteem. Sii h y Sw.m would h.ivc been welcome, 
for his ch.impioii'hip of the p.ist, but he seemed, so f,ir, to 
h.ive turned up hi.- nose .uid look d down it. So it was not 
the intelligt nt-i.i, but just intellectual society, which was 
g.itheiid there when Fleur .ind Mich.tel entered, and the 
conveisation hid all the sp.irkle and all the “ stjt’oirfaire” 
imid.-ntal to t.ilk about art and letters by those who—.is 
Miih.iel put it—“ fortunately h.id not to/.oVe.” 

“ .Ml the same, these are the guvs," he muttered in Fleur’s 
ear, “ who m.ike the names of arti.sis and writers. What’s 
the stunt, to-night ? ’’ 

It .ippearcd to be the London Jdnit of a lady who sang 
Balk.in folk songs. Ifut in a refuge to the right were four 
tables set out for bridge. They were already filled. Among 
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• Don’t worry, we'll Jig up tlie just-right cuckoos, some¬ 
how.” 

“A Cliinese Minister he perfect,” inis'ej Fleur, 

“with Minho and JJ.irt--h,ur nie:i-t\\o uoinen—cosy. 
I'll talk to Ilirt.” 

Michael had (>pcned their front door. She p,i'.;e,I Iiim ; 
he lingered to .see tlie st.i;-, tin- ] l.ine tree., a i.i.m's figure 
motionless, Coll.ired to the e\e., h.i'.te.l dou i t<' tlieiu. 
‘ Willlid ! ’ he tie.niu'ht : ' S: ..in ! Wny Sp :!n ? .Vn.l all 
poor devils who are in di-ticss—the he.ut ■ oli ! d.iin the 
heart ! ’ He closed tlie ..! •i>r. 

But soon he h-.d .motln r to njvn, aiul never t.itli less 
etithusi isnt. Fleiii w.is ■.iiiing on the .uin of .i ch.iir, in the 
dim lavender pv j.ini.is slv soinerimes uore jn- t to keep in 
with things, staling ,it tlv hie. Mich.'.el st.i..d, h oking at 
her and at his own relh. lion hevond i.i one of the live 
mirrors—white .ind link, the j n not pc j u.i.is she h.id 
bought him. ' Figuu' in .1 pl. v,’ he ihonght, ‘ ligiires in 
a play ! Is it re.il .' ’ He moved foiw.iid .uni s.ti mi the 
chair’s other aim. 

“ H.ing it ! ” he nuirtered. “ Wish 1 wete .Aiilinous ! ’’ 
And he slipped from the aim into tlie i li.iir, to be be hind her 
face, if she w.intod to hi h; it from him. 

“ Wilfiid’s been telling me,” h.e s.ii.l, ipii-tly. 

Oil his chest! Wh.it now : He s.iw the hlood come 
flushing into her neck and di'-ek. 

“ Oh! What business—liow do you tne.in ‘ telliin; you ’ f ” 

“ Just that he’s in love with you- n..'hiiig more--there’s 
nothing more to tell, is th'-re ? ” And dr.iwing his feet up 
on to the chair, he cl.isp-d his h.ind-. Inird rimi.vl Jii.i knees. 
Already—already he h.'.d a-ked a quest ion ! Bile on it! 
Bite on it ! And he shut his eyes. 

“ Of course,” said Fleur, very 'lowly, “ there’s nothing 
more. If Wilfrid chooses to be so siily.” 
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death-pale, and its muscles twitched. In Michael, it was the 
mind, the heart that twitched. What a very horrible, 
strange, “ too beastly ” moment! His best friend—liis best 
man! Instinctively he dived for his cigarette case— 
instinctively handed it to Desert. Instinctively they both 
took cigarettes, and lighted each other’s. Then Michael 
said : 

“ Fleur—knows ? ” 

Desert nodded : “ She doesn’t know I’m telling you— 
wouldn’t have let me. You’ve nothing against her—yet.” 
And, still W'ith closed eyes, he added : “ I couldn’t help it.” 

It was Michael’s own subconscious thought ! Natural! 
Natural ! Fool not to sec how n.itural ! Then something 
shut-to within him, and he said : ” Decent of you to tell me ; 
but—aren’t you going to clear out ? ” 

Desert’s shoulders writhed against the wall. 

“ I thought so ; but it seems not.” 

“ Seems ? I don’t unilerstand.” 

“ If I knew for certain I’d no chance—but I don’t,” and 
he suddenly looked at Michael : “ J/iok here, it’s no good 
keeping gloves on. I’m despir.ite, and I'll take her from 
you if 1 c.an.” 

“ (lood God ! ” said Mich.iel. “ It’s the limit ! ” 

“ Yes 1 Ridi it in ! Hut, I tell you, when I think of you 
going home with her, and of myself,” he g.ive a dreadful 
little laugh, “ 1 advise you vot to rub it in.” 

“ W ell,” said Mich.tel, " ,is this isn’t a Dostoievsky 
novel, I suppose there’s no more to be s.u.l.” 

Desert moved from the wall and l.iid his hand on the bust 
of Lionel Ch.trwell. 

“ You re,disc, at least, th.it I’ve gone out of my way— 
perhaps di.-.hed myself—by telling you. I’ve not bombed 
withotit declaring war.” 

“ No,” said Mich.iel dully. 



CIIAPTI-R X 

OF A Sl’DRI-SMAS 

Soamfs, di-SAppninti J df hi^ il.n.-litt r, •'.liil • “ I’ll wait,” 
and took his Sfat in tlu' tciiirc of tin' j idn j^rci'ii stUcf, 
oblivious of Tin,;,'-.i-lii ” 1-,'fon- tlv file, -In |Mnj:olI ilic atten¬ 
tions of Amabel Na/iii;;, wlio Ii.kI linn “just too 

cunning.” Grey .uid eoin|'o,( d, niili one knee over the 
other, and a line Ijetween hi- eyes, he thouj-ht of I'.lderson 
and tlie condition of the uoild, a: d of how thi re w.is .ilw.iys 
something. And the more he thoneht, the more lie won¬ 
dered why he hid ever iiei-n suih .1 fl.tt as to go on to a 
Board which hid .mythiiii; to do with fonign coiitr.icls. 
All the old wi-'dom tint in the iniieteenth i/nitury liail 
consolid.ited Briti'h we.dih. .ill tin' I'm \te philo-i'phy of 
attending to one’s own busine-.:, .m.l i.ikiiu; no ri-ks, the 
close-fibred 11,11 ion.d indie idii.di-m whii h ri fn- • d to eoiniiiit 
the country to ch.i-iuu' ihii wild gnie- or th.it, h''ld within 
him silent demonstr.ition. Ihit.iin w is on thi- wrong t.ick 
politically to try and inlhieuce tiie Continent, and the 
P.P.R.S. on the wrong t.ick monet.irily to insme business 
outside Britain. The speei.il instinct of Ins bri'-d ye.irned 
for resumption of the straight and priv.ite p.ith. Never 
meddle with what you couldn’t control! ‘‘Old Mont” 
had said : “ Keep tiie ring I ” Nothing of the sort ; Mind 
one’s own business I Th.it was the re.d “formula.” He 
became conscious of his calf—'J'itig-.i litig wassnilhng at his 
trousers. 

“ Oh ! ” said Soames. “ It’s you I ” 

Placing his forepaws against the settee, Ting-a-Iing 
licked the air. 
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wait and watch f For what } Without deliberate spying, 
he could not watch. Desert would come to their house no 
more. No ! Either complete frankness; or complete 
ignoring—and that meant living with the sword of Damocles 
above his head ! No ! Complete frankness ! And not do 
anything that seemed like laying a trap ! He passed his 
hand across a forehead that was wet. If only they were at 
home, away from that squalling and these cultivateil jacka¬ 
napes ! Co\ild he go in and hook her out f Impossible with¬ 
out some reason ! Only his brain-storm for a reason ! He 
must just bite on it. The singing ce.iseil. Fleur was looking 
round. Now she would beckon ! On the contrary, she 
came towards him. He could not help the cynical thought: 

‘ She’s hooked old Chulfont ! ’ He loved her, but he knew 
her little weaknesses. She came up and took hold of liis 
sleeve. 

“ I’ve had enough, Michael, let’s slip off; d’you mind f ” 

“ Quick ! ” he said, “ beftirc they spot us ! ” 

In the cold air outside he thought: ‘ Now f Or in her 
room ? ’ 

“ I think,” said Fleur, “ that Mr. Clialfont is overrated— 
he’s nothing but a mental yawn. He’s coining to lunch 
to-morrow week.” 

Not now—in her room ! 

“ \\ honi do you think to meet him, besides Alison f ” 

“ Nothing j.ury.” 

“ Of ci'urse not ; but it must be somebody intriguing, 
Michael, llother ! sometimes I think it isn’t worth it.” 

Michael's heart stood still. Was that a portent—sign 
of “ the ptiinitive ” ii.-.ing within his adored practitioner of 
social arts f An hour ago he would have said : 

“ You’re right, old dear ; it ji 11 ) w, II isn’t ! ” But now 
—an) sign of change was ominous ! He slipped his arm In 
hers. 
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for he had quite taken to the chap. His cnhnir, once vou 
got used to it, was very atir.iciive. On - piiture. e--p( i.i..lly, 
which me.int nothing, so f.ir .is he cni.lJ see, li.ul .1 w.iv of 
making you keep your eyes rn it. He even fi!t une.isy 
when he thouglit of having to |Mit wiili the thi-.g .it .in 
enhanced price. Ihir, most of.,!', lie h..il., en fe. I.ug ■owe]), 
enjoying a recrudescenee of couili in neii,! to .Annette, 
taking more plo.isure in what lie .ite, while lii; n Itui dwelt 
almost complacently on the state of tni'i-ey. The pound 
going up in v.ilne; La'.onr quiet ! .At ,1 now- t'n'V h.u! got 
rid of that J.ick-o’-l.intern, th'-y might ln’lt foi ome ye.ira 
of solid Conserv.itive .idinini^tration. .\i,d to think, as he 
did, stepping across St. James’ I’nk lowaid; (In'eii Street, 
that he h.id gone and put his foot into .1 minetti v.lii,h he 
could not control, made him feel—well, as it tin* devil h.id 
been in it! 

In Picc.idilly he moused .ilong on the I’.irk side, tal.itig his 
customary look up .it the Iseenin Clnh. 'J if luilains were 
drawn, .ind cliit.ks of light plowid, long and , o' v. Ai.d that 
remind'd him—some one h.id s,.id (leoigi- lA.i -yie w.is ill. 
Certainly he h id not seen him in th'- h.iy e. i; .low f.ir months 
past. Well, Cleorge h.id .ll■.^.lys e.iten .n.d dn.nk too iinul). 
He crossed over and p.i'-' d hetie.ith the t hih ; .n.tl .1 sudden 
feeling—he didn’t know wh.it—.1 logging for his own p.iot, a 
sort of nostalgia—tn..d- him stop .n.d mount tin- .■-icp.s. 

“ Mr. George For.syte in the Chi!) r ” 

The janitor stared, a grev’-h .ir' d, long-f. cml ili.q', whom 
he had known from away It.ick in the ’’ 1 ■ini"-;. 

“ Mr. Forsyte, sir,” he said, ” is very ill itid> ed. They say 
he won’t recover, sir.” 

“ What ? ” said So.unes. “ Xohi <ly ifud me i!' it.” 

“He’s very b.,d—rrry h.id it.d'.td. It’s the hs-.irt.” 

“ The heart ! Where is Ik- ! ” 

“ At Lis rooms, sir ; just round the cotner. Tiiey say ihe 
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Chooses ! The word seemed unjust to one wlio'e own 
“ .•■iiliness ” was so recent—so enduring ! And —curious !— 
his heart wouldn’t bound. Surely it ouglu to have bounded 
at her words ! 

“ Is that the end of Wilfrid, then ? ” 

“ The end ? I don’t know.” 

Ah ! Who knew anything—when passion was about f 

“ Well,” he said, holding liitnself hard together, “ don’t 
forget I love you awfully 1 ” 

He saw her eyelids flicker, her shoulders shrugging. 

“ Am I likely to ? ” 

Hitter, cordial, simple—which ? Suddenly her hands 
came round and took him by the ears. Holding them fast 
she looked down at him, and laughed. And .again his heart 
would not bount.1. If she did not lend him by the nose, 

she-! lint he clutched her to him in the chair, l.aven- 

der and while and bl.ick confused--she returned his kiss. 
But from the heart f Who know f Not Michael. 
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“ Conscious ? ’’ 

“ Yes, sir.” 

“ Could you show him my c.ird ? He mi,c;ht possihlv like 
to see me.” 

“ Will you w.iit in liere, vir ? ' Su.tm'-s p.i-sed into .i low 
room pnuelled up tt> the lew*! of .t 111.111*^ vilest, .iiul .ihove 
thnt iiiie decor.ileil with piint>. (iforee- .1 vollei'tor ! 
Soames h.id never .-uppo^iil lir lx, J it i,- [li,.; 1 (1],,,^,. 

walls, wherever the eye lovd. wei-* piints .olound .ind 
uncolouretl, old .md new, ih pieiine llu* '(v.its nt i.n ini; ,ind 
pri/e-liglitinj; ! ll.irdly an iiu li of the nd -w.ill '.p.ice 
visible ! About to e.x.miine thetn for marks of v.iliie, Soames 
saw tliat he w.is not .ilone. .*\ wi'm.m ---ai'e unc< rt.tin in the 
sh.ided light-- wa.*- sitting in .1 very high b.iskid < h.iir before 
the fire with lier elbow on the arm of it, .uni .1 h uulkerchief 
held to her f.icc. So.unes hmloil .it her. .iinl his no' trils 
moved in a ste.ihhy snitf. ‘ Not .1 l,..iy,’ he thought. 
‘Ten to 01.e but theie'll In* com|'iu .itions.’ The muliled 
voice of the cnt-.iw.iv m.ir. s.iid : 

“ I’m to t.ike you in, -ir.” So.unes j'.e.sed his h.uul over 
his f.ice .iml fol!ou*< d. 

The bedioom he now cntereii was in curious contrast. 
The whole of one wall w.is occupied by an immeiwe piei e of 
furniture, .ill cupbo.irds .ind dr.iwer-.. Otherwise th<re w.is 
nothing in the room but a ilressing-t.ible with silver .1(1 outre- 
ments, an electric r.uliator .ihght in tin* firejd.ice, .md .1 bed 
opposite. Over the lirepl.ice w.is .1 Miifh* putiire, at whiih 
Soames glanced mech.inic.illy. Wh.it! Chiiu-e ! A l.irgc 
whitish sidelong moiikey, holding the lind of a ’-cpiee/ed 
fruit in its out.stretthed paw. Its whi-kered f.ice look'd 
back at him with I’rown, almo t hiim.m '-yes. Wh.it on 
earth had made his in.irtistic cousin buy .i thing like* tli.il 
and put it up to face his bed ? He turned and look' d .it th- 
bed’s occupant. “ The only sportsman of the lot,” ai 
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" Pick you up ? ” said Soames. “ You’re too lonj.” 
And again he felt that faint warmth of being liked. 

‘ There’s something about me that appeals to him,’ he 
thought, taking him by the scruff and lifting him on to a 
cushion. “ You and I,” the little dog seemed saying with 
his stare—Chinese little object ! The Chinese knew what 
they were tibout, they had minded their own business for 
five thousand years ! 

‘ I shall resign,’ thought Soames. But what about Wini¬ 
fred, and Imogen, and some of the Rogers and Nicholases 
who had been putting money into this thing because he was 
a director ? He wNhed they wouldn’t follow him like a lot 
of sheep ! 1 Ic rose from the settee. It was no good waiting, 
he would w.dk on to Green Street and talk to Winifred at 
once. She would have to sell again, though the shares had 
dropped a bit. And without taking leave of Ting-a-ling, 
he went out. 

All this last year he had almost enjoyed life. Having 
somewhere to come and sit and receive a certain sympathy 
once at least a week, as in old days at Timothy’s, was of 
incalculable advantage to his spirit. In going from home 
Fleur had taken most of his heart with her ; but Soames had 
found it almost an advantage to visit his heart once a week 
rather th.in to h.ive it always about. There were other 
reasons conducing to light-heartedness. That diabolical 
foreign chap, Pro-'per Profond, had long been gone he didn’t 
know where, and his wife had been decidedly less restive and 
sarcastic ever since. She had taken up a thing they called 
Cou6, and grown stouter. She used the car a great deal. 
Altogether she was more domestic. Then, too, he had 
become reconciled to Gauguin—a little slump in that 
painter had convinced him that he was still worth attention, 
and he had bought three more. G.tuguin would rise again ! 
Soames .ilmost regretted his intuition of that second coming. 
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** It’s a lot of money,” Sonnies could not help saying. 
George made a faint clu'lcric founj. 

“ Write it down, or I’ll leave her the lot.” 

Soames wrote. “ Is th.it all ? ” 

“Yes. Re.idit!” 

Soames re.id. Again he heard tliat llir.i ;;y i hm l.Ie. 

“ Tliat’s a pill. You won’t let ti.it into ilie ]'.i[ ers. Get 
that chap in, and you and he c.in uitlu^■i." 

Before Soames reached the doi'r, it w.is opened .uid the 
man himself came in. 

“The—er—vic.ir, sir,’’ he ■s.iid in a d']'r< latinij voice, 

“ has called. lie wants to know if you would like to see 
him.” 

George turned his face, his fleOiy grey eyes rolled. 

“ Give him my compliments,” he s.iid, “ .:nd s.iy I’ll see 
him at the funer.il.” 

With .1 bow the man went out, and there was lienee. 

“ Now,” s.iid George, “ get him in .ig.iin. I don’t know 
when the thig’ll fall.” 

Soame.s beckoned the man in. When the codicil was 
signed and the man gone, G-orge oke : 

“ Take it, .and see she gets it. I (an trust you, th.it’s one 
thing about )ou, So.unes.” 

Soames pocketed the codicil with a very cpieer sensation. 
“ Would you like to see Inr ag.iiu ? ” lie ‘.ud. 

George st.ircd up at him a long time In fore he answered. 
“ No. What’s the good ? Give me a cig.it fiuni that 
drawer.” 

Soames opened the drawer. 

“ Ought you ? ” he said. 

George grinned. “ Never in my Ilf- done what I ought; 
not going to begin now. Cut it for me.” 

Soames nipped the end of the cigar. ‘ Sh.in’t vive Ir.m a 
match ’ he thought. ‘ Can’t take the respousi! iliiy.’ But 
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doctors have given him up. He tvtll be missed here. Forty 
years I’ve known him. One of the old school, and a wonder¬ 
ful judge of wine and horses. We none of us last for ever, 
they say, but I never thought to see iJ;/« out. Bit too fuU- 
bloodcd, sir, and that’s a fact.” 

With a slight shock Soamcs realised that he had never 
known where George lived, .so utterly anchored had he 
Seemed to that bay window above. 

“ Just give me the number of his rooms,” he said. 

“ Belville Row—No. ii, sir; I’m sure I hope you’ll 
find him better. I shall miss his jokes—I shall, indeed.” 

Turning the corner into Belville Row, Soames made a 
rapid calculation. George was sixty-six, only one year 
younger tii.ui himself! If George was really tn extremis it 
would be quite unn.'itural ! ‘ Comes of not leading a careful 

life,’ he thought ; ‘ always rackety—George ! When was 
it I made his will ? ’ So f.ir as he remembered, George h.ad 
left his money to his brothers and sisters—no one else to 
leave it to. The feeling of kinship stirred in Soames, the 
instinct of f.imily adjustment. George and he had never got 
on—opposite poles of temperament—still he would have to 
be buried, and who would see to it if not Soames, who had 
seen to so many Forsyte burials in his time ? He recalled 
the nickname George had once given him, “ the undertaker!” 
H’m 1 Here was poetical justite 1 Belville Row I Ah I 
No. II —regidar b.ichelor-looking place! And putting his 
hand up to the bell, he thought: ‘ Women ! ’ What had 
George done about \tomcn all his life ? 

His ring was answered by a man in a black cut-awaycoat 
with a cert.tin speechless reticence. 

“ My cousin, Mr. Get)rge Forsyte i How is he ? ” 

The man compressed his lips. 

“ Not expected to last the night, sir.” 

Soames felt a little clutch beneath his Jaeger vest. 
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Soames went in to dinner .done. At the ]'olisheJ l>o.ird 
below which Mont.igne D.irtie h.al junv and ..jjain slijn^id, 
if not quite slept, he di:ied .ind Inooil-d. “ I c..n trin.t >011.' 
that’s one thini; about you, So.inu-..;’ The words llaiter. d 
and yet stunj,' him. Th■■ dejuli of th .t .s.irdonic j..k,e ! To 
give him a family shock .uid trust liini to c.iriy the sliock 
out! George h.id never cotd twelve lh...i ..md i'ounds lor 
a worn .in w lio snie. i. ti t>f p.u. li. niii. Xo I 11 w .is .1 liu.jl gibe 
at his family, the I'orsyte.s, .u So.unes him . If ! \V. II ; one 

by one those who h.al injun.l or gi'o. d .11 him -Irene, 
Bosinney, old .irid young J> ■)> on, .md r.ov\ (h oi;;,-, h id met 
their f.ites. De.id, d\ing, or in British t'ol iml i.i ' He s.iw 
.again his cousin's eva s .ihove th.it uni,..hi. d i ig ir, lix. ,1. s.id, 
jesting-poor deiil! H- got up fiom th.- l.ihle, .md ner¬ 
vously drew aside the lurt.iins. 'I'he night w..s fti.e ,in.l 
cold. \\'h..t h.ippened to one --.ifter ? (I-oig- us--d to s.iy 
that he h.iil la en Ch.tiles th.* iaec*.u.l s .'oo|< m .1 f. .rinei exia 
tence f But ri inc.irn.ition w.is .dl notisi-nse, we.ikniimhd 
theorising ! biill, one would I- trl...l t.i h. !d on it one i oiihl, 
.ifter one w.is gone. Hold on, .ii,d he i.e.u I h itr ! W'h.it 
noi.se w.is th it r tlr.iinophone goiu-.; in tie- kiiihen I When 

the cat w.'.s .iw.ty, the tnite-! 1’. .iph- wire .dl .dike— 

take what tle-y touhl gu, .in.l give .1 . h'tle ..• tln v . o.dd for 
it. Well! he would -moke .i tig.r n-. I.ieiiiir.g it .it a 
candle—\\ inifred dined hv e uidh -hah’, it v\... th-- “ mode " 
again—he thought : ‘ 11.is he -till -got th u i ig ir in tween 

his teeth ? ’ A funny f. How, (ieorge - ,,11 1,'s d vs .1 fui.nv 
fellow! He w.itched .i ritig of smoke h.- h.ui m i.h-without 
intending to—very l ine, he iiev< r ii;h..l. .1 I ^'- s ! (i< urge 

had lived too f.ist, or he would not h o, • been d', it,,; iweniy 
ycttrs before his tiim—too f.ist ! W', 11, ilu ie it v...., itel he 

wished he had .i c.it to t.dk to ! lb took .i little mo;, t.-r oil 
the mantelho.ird. Picked up hy his n- [die.v lie.-.e.H, t in 
.-iU Eastern 1 .iz.tar the ye.ir after the Whir, it ii..d green 
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MoitAgiie Dartie in his prime had called him, lay with hu 
swollen form outlined beneath a thin quilt. It gave Soamet 
quite a turn to see that familiar beef-coloured face pale and 
pufTy as a moon, with dark corrugated circles round eyes 
which still had their japing stare. A voice, hoarse and 
subdued, but with the old Forsyte timbre, said ; 

“ Hallo, Soanies 1 Come to measure me for my coffin ? ” 
Soames put the suggestion away with a movement of his 
hand ; he felt queer looking at that travesty of George. 

They had never got on, but-! 

And in his flat, unemotion.il voice he said : 

“ Well, George 1 You’ll pick up yet. You’re no age. Is 
there anything I can do for you i ” 

A grin twitched George’s pallid lips. 

“Make me a codicil. You’ll find paper in the dressing 
table dr.iwcr.” 

Soames took out a sheet of Isecuin Club notepaper. 
Standing at the table, he inscribed the opening words of a 
codicil with his stylogr.iphic pen, and looked round at 
George. The words came with a hoarse relish. 

“ My three screws to young V.d Dartie, because he’s the 
only Forsyte that knows a horse from a donkey.” A 
throaty chuckle sounded ghastly in the ears of Soames. 
“ What have you said ? ” 

Soames re.ul : “ 1 hereby leave my three racehorses to 
my kinsm.in, Valeiius Dartie, of Wansdon, Sussex, because 
he has speci.d knowledge of horses.” 

Again the throaty chuckle. “ You’re a dry file, Soames. 
Go on. To Milly Moyle, of 12, Claremont Grove, twelve 
thousand pounds, free of legacy duty'.” 

So.imes paused on the verge of a whistle. 

The wom.in in the next room ! 

The japing in George's eyes had turned to brooding 
gloom. 



CHAPTER XI 

VtNii'Ki: 

For r week Picket h.ul seen '* ihe jeh,” slipf'eiy .is .sn rel, 
evRsive RS R sw.illovv, for ever |'.i''Sii. ;• out * if 11 .le h. A pi luiui 
for keep, Riid three shillings invest! d on .1 h’»i e. .nul he w.is 
down to twenty-four hoh. Tlu- \\e.iili< r h..d lunud ,miu’- 
westerly and Victoiine h.id pone out for ihe lit 1 time. 
That was sotnething olf his mimi, lint the iiiini' of the 
unemployed sensation, th.ti fe.uinl i r.iving lot the mi-.iii'. of 
mere existence, a protesting, .igoi.ising .in.\iet\, u.i, hiiing 
into the very' flesh of his spiiit. If he J d..'; g't .1 joh uithtii 
a week or two, there uonhl he notl.iiip lor it Init the «oik- 
house, or the gas. ‘The g.is,’ ilioupht linl.-t, ‘if 'he v.ill, 
I will. I’m fed up. After all, v.h.it i- n r In her arms I 
wouldn’t mind.’ liistini.i. Itowev. r, th it it w.is i.ot so e.isv 
as all that to put one’s Im.id timl' i the g e., g.ive hmi .1 l.t.dii- 
wavc th.it Moml.iv i.ight. Ih.lloon thii ch.iji in Osfoid 
Street to-d.iy ! Why not ? Ih- till! h d the c.ipit.d for a 
flutter in them, ami no h.-u ker's lii 1 i.ie needi d. 1 li. hr.iiii, 
working like a stjitirrel in the .sm.ill hour., pi i-;" d the pre.it, 
the incalcul.ihle .adv.int.ige of colotir-d h.illoons over .ill 
other forms of commerce, ^'oti coiddn’t mi ■■ the m in who 
.sold them—there he w.is for evi ry eye to 'e,._ J.j, m.iny 
radi.int circumferences d.ingling in fr.int i.f him ! .\ot 
much profit in them, he had g.tth' red.—.1 ['enny on .1 six 
penny globe of coloured air, a penin' on eveiy ihr-e m..'l 
twopenny globes; still their s.ih -iii.m u.is ..live, ,11.d 
probably had pitched him a poor t.de ffir fe.ir ' f m d i- p hi., 
profession seem too attractive. Ovi r the Ihidpe^ just 
where the traflic—no, up by St. Paur.s ! 1 le l.t.i w .i p.o j.'ge 
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George did not ask for a match. He lay quife still, the 
unlighted cigar between his pale lips, tlie curved iids down 
over his eyes. 

“ Good-bye,” he said, “ I’m going to h.ive a snooze.” 

“ Good-bye,” said Soames. “ I—I hope—you—you’ll 
soon-” 

George reopened his eyes—fixed, sad, jesting, they seemed 
to quench the shams of hope and consolation. Soames 
turned hastily and went out. He felt bad, and almost 
unconsciously turned again into the sitting-room. The 
woman was still in the same attitude ; the same florid scent 
was in the air. Soames took up the umbrella he had left 
there, and went out. 

“ This is my telephone number,” he said to the servant 
waiting in the corridor; “ let me know.” 

The man bowed. 

Soames turned out of Bclville Row. Never had he left 
George’s pre.sence without the sense of being laughed at. 
Had he been lauglied at now ? Was th.it codicil George’s 
last joke f If he had not gone in this afternoon, would 
George ever have made it, leaving .1 third of his property 
away from his family to that florid woman in the high-backed 
ch.iir ? Soames was beset by a sense of mystery. How 
could a ntan joke at death’s door ? It w.is, in a way, heroic. 
Where would he be buried ? Somi’body would know— 
Francie or Eustace. .\nd wh.it would they think when 
they came to know about that woman in the chair—twelve 
thousand pounds ! ‘ If I can get hold of that white monkey, 
I will.’ he thought suddenly. ‘ It’s a good thing.’ The 
monkey’s eyes, the squee/ed-out fruit—was life all a bitter 
jest and George deeper th.in himself ? He r.ing the Green 
Street bell. 

Mrs. Dartie was very sorry, but Mrs. Cardigan had called 
for her to dine and m.ike a fourth at the play. 
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•* rn buy one,” snid the policeni.in, " and pive ym a 
•tart. I go off duty in an liour, you 'ave it ro.idy—a big 
one, m.igenta.” 

lie moved .away. Bicket could ec Iii-n m liii'ir. Md »- 
ing into the gutter, he .'timj ; his 1 ej -s ilimg 

to every face that p.i.-s'd ; .u.J. ai.d ifi. ri, lii< tliin 

fingers nervously tuuchcd his u.iri-s. If \ i, ic :li. • n' l'd see 
him! All the fpiiii wiihin l.i.M inuuiniil. H\- (h'lK ! he 
would get out of this suiuehov% into the sun, into a hie that 
was a life ! 

lie had been standing there riear'v tuo hi' :r-, shifting 
from foot to unaccusi.ini-,1 foot, at.,! ii d si.ld tunr I'li; and 
five sm.ill-—sjxj'i-ni.v wmih of pi .{it-• .'di n So I’mv.li() 
had changed his riiute to spite iho •' 1 11. w . who lonlibi’t 
get past W'iiliatn (loiildv rir Ir.c ri-r, ia:i;e ! v o i hi-- u. y to 
the P.P.R.S. board. Siuth d by ,i ti.itid niuiinni : 
“ R.illoon, sir, — l-ist qtt lity,” he looln ,1 o.i. h! fioui ih.it 
conternpl.ition of St. Ihiul's whiih h..d lien liis bf-long 
habit, and stot'peil in sheer ' -.irpii e. 

“ B.dloon ! ” he s.;id. “ W In.it J w-.int with a 

balloon f ’* 

Bicket smiled. Bi-twe-n thi'iie gt''-n .ii.d bine .ind or.uige 
globes and So.lines' ciev '"If n :.' li.iinetii there w.is im on- 
gruity wliii h even he cot.Id .ip;, 1 ■ 1 i lU-. 

“Children like ’em—no v.tifhi, '-ir, •.v.ii-t.o.it pm k'.l.” 

“ I daresay,’’ s.iid So imc', “ but l‘ve no ch.i.iien.” 

“ Grandcbildien, •-ir.’’ 

“ Nor any gr.indi bildren.” 

“ Thank you, sir.’’ 

Soames gave him one of those r.ipi.l g! mre-, wl'h whrrli 
he was accu.stomed to g.n:.,"' the ih.ii.ut'-r of the im¬ 
pecunious. ‘A poor, h.ir'i.i’'s 'ittlc rat!’ l.e tl.o..gl*t. 
“ Here, give me two—ho.v much f ’’ 

“ A shilling, sir, and inutli obi;”' '!.” 
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eyes—‘Not emeralds,’ thought Soamcs, 'some cheap 
stone ! ’ 

“ The tdephone for you, sir.” 

He went into the hall and took up the receiver. 

“ Yes ? ” 

“Mr. f'orsyte has passed away, sir—in his sleep, the 
doctor says.” 

“ Oh ! ” said Sonnies : “ Had he a cig-? Many 

thaid.: 3 .” He hung up the receiver. 

Passed away ! And, with a nervous movement, he felt 
for lire codicil in his breast pocket. 
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considered nervously xvhnt to do with the tr,i\ ? How pro¬ 
vent Victorine from knowing th.it he h.id joined the r.inkt 
of Capital, and spent his day in the gutter ? Ill li.ek ! She 
was at the window! He must put a good faee on it. And 
he went in whistling. 

“What’s th.it, Tony ? ’’ .she s.iid. pointing to the tray. 

“ Ah I ha I Great stunt—this ! l.ook 'eie ! ” 

Taking a balloon out from the ti.iy, he Mew. He blew 
with a desperation he h.ul not yet jnit in’o the ['loeess. 
They said the things would swell to li ve {i et in . u tale rein e. 
He felt somehow that if he eouu! get it to .itt in those pm- 
portions, it would soften ever\ thing. I i d r l.is I re ith the 
thing blotted out N'ictorine, and the room, tii! ih<Te u.is just 
the globe of coloureil .lir. Nipping its between thutnb 

and finger, he held it up, .ind s.iid : 

“ There you are ; not b.id v.dne for ■-ixpence, old girl ! ” 
and he peered round it. Lord, she w.ts < i\ iiig ! 1 le let the 

“ blymed’’ thing go; it tlo.oed down, the .dr slowly 
evaporating till a little erinkh .1 wie. k retted on the dingy 
carpet. Clasping her heaving ■■lioiihler-, h•• ■■.■■■! di per.itely , 
“Cheerio, my de.ir, don’t iju.unl with lue.ul .ind bniter. 
I shall get a job, this is just to ti.h us o\-r. I’d do a lot 
worse than tli.it for you. Come on, and g t niy le.i, Im 
hungry, Llowin’ up tlio-e thing-. ’ 

She stopped crying, looki d nj', - od nothing - mysterious 
with those big eyes ! You’d t.iv 'he h ol thouMits ! Hut 
what they were Ric’.cet could i.ot i' ll. I'l .b r th- stimulus 
of tea, he achieved a certain br.iva.lo .ibo-.u In. ro w pr'.fes- 
sion. To be your o-.vn master ! Go out v.lien yo'i I.I.-'i,toin<- 
home when you liked—lie in bed with \ ic if h" -''ti.. -yH 
pleased. A lot in that ! Ai.d tln re ro-'- iii I'.- k' i in' thii.j; 
truly national, something free and Imp; y-g'- ’ ' V. o 'enM,.g 

regular work, enjoying a spurt, and .i l.i/e-o!l n.uit.g itt le- 
pendence —sometlung that accounted fur the n..t;oim! ole, 
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where he could stand hack a yard or two, like that chap in 
Oxford Street / But to the girl sleeping beside him he said 
nothing. No word to her tiJl he had thrown the die. It 
meant gambling with his last penny. For a bare living he 
would liave to sell—why, three dozen big and four dozen 
small balloons a day would only be twenty-six shillings a 
week profit, unless that chap was kidding. Not much 
towards “ Ausirylia ” out of that! And not a career— 
Victorine would have a shock ! But it was neck or nothing 
now—he must try it, and in off hours go on looking for a 
job. 

Our thin capitalist, then, with four dozen big and seven 
dozen small on a tr.iy, two shillings in his pocket, and little 
in his stomach, took his stand off St. Paul’s at two o’clock 
next day. Slowly he blew up and tied the necks of two 
largo and three small, magent.i, green .and blue, till they 
dangled before him. 'I'lieii with the smell of rubber in his 
nostrils, and protruding eyes, he stood b.ack on the kerb 
and watched the stream go by. It gratified him to see that 
most peo[tle turned to look .tt him. But the first person 
to address him was a polieem.in, with: 

“ I’m not sure you c.tn stand there.” 

Biekel did not answer, his lhro.it felt too dry. He had 
heard of the police. Il.ul he gone the wrong way to work f 
Suddenly he gul]'ed, and s.iid : “ Give us a chance, con¬ 
stable ; I’m right on my bones. If I’m in the way. I’ll 
stand anywhere you like. 'I'his is new to me, and two bob’s 
all I’ve got left in the world besides a wife.” 

The constable, a big man, looked him up and down. 
“ Well, we’ll see. I shan’t make trouble for you if no one 
objects.” 

Bicket’s gaze deepened thankfully. 

“ I’m much obliged,” he s..id; “ tyke one for your little 
girl—to plc.ise me,” 
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With the exception of ol^l I'o:;; 1,0% in il'^'-no' as in 
presence ornanuiit.il—til!' Hu.iul u.i- m in t nl, .''t).iiiii'^, 
conscious of speci.il iii”r.iii,.uiiii in tlir p'l.inr nf “(hit 
chap” Eklerson, prip.iii'J hiiiu'lt lor tli ■.vo’-.t. 'llie 
figures were before tliein ; .i '■o'lu Ii...I.i.il'-. show, 
appenritig to disilose .1 state of (lui.i's uh'ili uo..iii p.iss 
muster, if witliin the next six npo!):h' theie v-'-o' im imther 
violent disturbances of cutre(ie\ I In-pioportion 

of foreign business to honn' bn iin--- uo' di.ly expii'is-d 
internisof two to seven; (leiin.iii be ins , e, hi'li ■ oie-ti- 
tuted the bulk of tin- foi'ign. It'd I'-'ti I.:n|'.d So.oti'-s 
noted---in tile niidJ!'-si i lion.ol i ountti'-s onh li If l ai.l.t upt, 
and t.iken at what niiuli! be i.di i 1 c'ai '-tv .ii'.i' '"-liin ite. 

During the sih-nce whnh r'l/'.'d, '.■.liil'' • ..1 h ni'inl"-r 'if 
the Board digested the I'j.ir’:'",.i!iis |''rii)\'d more 
clearly than ever the (piai d u'c h- w. s in. (' H anle, tln'-e 
figures would hanlly j'l-'ity ile loi'.'oin;’ of tie di.id iid 
earned on the p.ist V'-.ir'- bn-im ' 11 .1 ■ i " • 'h o wre 

another Contimiital ir.i h a '.1 tie y iM-u.r- It u b- on the 
great bulk of tlnir foi'ign !n-i:e . it in )' nil 

profits on home bu-it.e-. In\! \ ..r, .u e : ,0 • i- il Aid 

then his une.t-iti'" d o u lli i o', ee:,- It foi.i.dil he 
could not tell on wli.it, inti ei’.''. ;' 'ii y- ■■■/ 

“Well.Mr. Fo!-s()',”th".n u.;. nw,. ; il.u ” ih're 

are the figures. Are y, 1 b d r ’ 

Soames look'-d up; In.' 1 . d .' 1 . 1 .o''”'. 

** 1 will agree to this ^cnr j u. .id.s.a 01* cu-'diiicai that 

M 
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“ You can keep the change,” said Soames hurriedly, and 
passed on, astonished. Why on earth he had bought the 
things, and for more than double their price, he could not 
conceive. He diti not recollect such a thing having happened 
to him before. Extremely peculiar! And suddenly he 
realised why. The fellow had been humble, mild—to be 
encouraged, in these days of Communistic bravura. After 
all, the little chap was—was on the side of Capital, had 
invested in those balloons ! Trade ! And, raising bis eyes 
towards St. Paul’s again, he stuffed the nasty-feeling things 
down into his overcoat pocket. Somebody would be 
taking them out, and wondering what was the matter with 
him ! Well, he had other things to think of ! . . . 

Picket, Itowever, st.tred after him, elated. Two hundred 
and fifty odd per cent, profit on those two—that was some¬ 
thing like. The feeling, that not enough women were 
passing him here, became less poignant—after all, women 
knew the value of money, no extra shillings out of them ! 
If only some more of these shiny-hatted old millionaires 
would come along ! 

At six o’clock, with a profit of three and eightpence, to 
which Soames had contributed just half, he began to add the 
sighs of deflating balloons to his own ; untying them with 
passionate care he watched his coloured hopes one by one 
collapse, and stored them in the drawer of his tray. Taking 
it under his arm, he moved his tired legs in the direction of 
the liridge. In a bill d.iy he might make four to five shillings 
—Well, it wouUl just keep them alive, and something might 
turn up ! He was liis own master, anyway, accountable 
neither to employer nor to union. That knowledge gave him 
a curious lightness inside, together with the fact that he had 
eaten nothitig since bre.ikfast. 

• W onder if he was an alderman,’ he thought; ‘ they 

say those aldermen live on turtle soup.’ Nearing home, he 
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“ No,” said Soames, “ we must go back to safety.” 

“ Splendid isolation, Forsyte ? ” 

“ Meddling was all very well in the w.ir, but in peace— 
politics or business—this half-.u-.d h.ilf interference is no 
good. We can’t control the {> reign sitn.ition.” 

He looked around him, ;ind w.is in''t.!:itly cuti'-. ions lh.it 
with those words he h.id struck .1 thoul. ‘ I'm going 
through with this ! ’ lie thought. 

“I should be gl.id. Mr. Ch.iirm.in ”—the m in ig-i w.is 
speaking—“if I might s.iy ;i wo'd. '1 he j 'luy w.is of 
my initiation, and 1 think I m.i\ cl.iiin th it it hi. !>'•, e. of 
substantial benoiit to the bociety so f.ir. W hi 1., l.i'.si\er, 
a member of the Hoard t.ikes so sironi: .1 vieu .ly in 1 its 
continuance, I certainly don’t pre.. the Ito.ul to i.intmue 
it. The times are uncert.iin, .ind .1 r. k, of 10.use, is 
involved, however conservative onr estini it< ’ 

‘Now why?’ thought Soames; ‘Willis he r.itting 
for ? ’ 

"That’s very hand'Orae of you, Elder on ; Mr. ('i.iir- 
man, I think vve m.iy s.iy th.it i. veiy li.n.d onie of our 
manager.” 

Old Dosey Coscy ! H.uulome ! '1 lie old cconi.m ! 

The Chairman's ratlier h.it h \oii ■■ 1 :o'. ■ .1 ■ in 

“’J'his is a very serious putnt ol poln y. 1 • lio.ih! h.ive 


been glad to have I.ord I'diitenoy pri ’tit. 

“ If I am to endor-e the re[’ort,” id .''o iine- ‘horily, 
must be decidid to-d.iy. I h.ive lu ih- up my ' 0 ni. 


“ it 

11 It 


please yourselves.” 

He threw in those last tliree word, fnen a 
feeling—it was unple.is.-mt to be cl- en d ! 
silence, and then di-ciis,iiin .i..uni'‘d ih.tl i '.il 
which softens a deii'ion alrc.idy foil'd on <>'■ 


snr 

A 


: i.f !■ 11' 
inie-i' 1 



■,v 

's 

■f 

.f 


of an hour thus passed before the ( h lam.'n : . d : 

“We are agreed then, gcntleni'cn, that the uport s’ldl 
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tiift ClOwds of little stops, of middlemen, casual worfeer!(, 

tramps, owning their own souls in their own good time, and 
d-niining the conse^iienccS”“Somcthing inherent in the land, 
the nee, before the Saxons and their conscience and their 
industry came in—something that believed in swelling and 
collapsing coloured air, demanded pickles and high flavours 
without nourishment—yes, all that something exulted above 
Bicker’s kipper and his tea, good and strong. He would 
rather sell balloons than be a packer any day, and don’t let 
Vic forget it! And when she was able to take a job, they 
would get on fine, and not be long before they’d saved enough 
to get out of it to where those blue butterflies came from. 
And he spoke of Soames. A few more aldermen without 
children—say two a day, fifteen bob a week outside legitimate 
trade. Why, in under a year they’d have the money! And 
once away, Vic would blow out like one of those balloons; 
she’d be twice the si/.c, and a colour in her cheeks to layover 
that orange and magenta. Biiket bec.ime full of air. And 
the girl, his wife, watched with her large eyes and spoke 
little; but she did not cry again, or, indeed, throw any water, 
warm or cold, on him who sold balloons. 
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his grandfather “ Superior Dosset ” the old chnp h.td died 
five years before he was bom, biu h? perf xtly renu-ml>eied 
how Aunt Ann, born in I 7 (», U'^.d to talk about “that 
dreadful Bonaparte—we used !■ e.iil iiiai lin/iey, my dear 
of how her father could get eight or ten yer cent, for his 
money ; and of what an impre-sioii “ th..-,. Chariios ” had 
made on Aunts Juley ami Hester, and that uas long after¬ 
wards. Yet, in spile of .ill th.it, look a: the \ letori.in era— 
a golden age, things worth collecting, chn.lu n worth having ! 

W hy not again f Consols h .d risen .ilino.t eoum.m.iisly 
since Timothy died. Even if Ile.iven ..ml Ihl! h nl 
they couldn’t be the re.ison ; none ol his nml - h .d oeln ved 
in either, and yet had .ill made foi t line,;, and .li ii al ( nnmes, 
except Timothy and Suithin. No ! It lonhln’t l-e the w.mt 
of Heaven a.id Hell! Wh.it, then, w.is the re.,son of the 
change-if ch.ingc there re.illy were ’ And sudd.„ly it w.is 
revealed to So.imes. Tliey t.dk d too mn. h mo mm h .ind 
too fast ! They got to tin- end of interest m tins and lha 
and the other. They .ate life and threw .iway the nml, and 
_and_. By the way. he must buy that pniiire of 

George’s! . . . Had these young fli: '“J 

own generation ? Ami if so—why r 'i ' 

lobster cockt.iil Fleur h.id given him tl.e Sunday b-fon la _ 
He h.,d eaten the thing-very nasty ! Hut u h ,dn , m.^ 
him want to talk. No! He didn’t .!,,nK tt could ... di 
Besidcs-.Mitid ! Where were the mmd nou ib .t equ.dh^^^ 
the Victorians—D.irwin, Iluvley, Dni. - -. 

old Gl.idstone 1 Why, he remember, d ] d — .md i • ■ 

who seemed giants compared with th."I ' 1 -- I ^ ’ 

just as he remember, d th.it tin- judy ■ " J ".i< ' ^ 

youth had ceemeil gnmts to J.i. ■ lo . | .a.'v 

Lames’ prime. Ai.orditg to th,., nnnd ^ 

declining. It must be souieiliu.g e ■ '/''co 'd uudet- 

they called psycho-analy.is. which .o as ho couad under 
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we drop this foreign business in future, lock, stock and 
barrel.” The manager’s eyes, hard and bright, met his, 
then turned towards the chairman. 

“ That appears to savour of the panicky,” he said ; “ the 
foreign business is responsible for a good third of our profit 
this year.” 

The chairman seemed to garner the expressions of his 
fellow-directors, before he said : 

“ There is nothing in the foreign situation at the moment, 
Mr. Forsyte, which gives particular cause for alarm. I 
admit that we should watch it closely-” 

“ You can’t,” interjected Sonmes. “ Here we are four 
years from the Armistice, .iiid we know no more where we 
stand th.in we did then. If I’d realised our commitment 
to this policy, I should never have come on the Board. We 
must drop it.” 

“ Rather an extreme view. And hardly a matter we can 
decide in a moment.” 

The murmur of assent, the expression, faintly ironical, 
of “ that chap’s ” lips, jolted the tenacity in So.imes. 

“ Very well ! Unless you’re prepared to tell the share¬ 
holders in the report that we are dropping foreign business, 
you drop me. I must be free to raise the question myself 
at the gener.il meeting.” lie did not miss the shift and blink 
in the manager’s eyes. That shot had gone home 1 

The Ch.iirman said : 

“ You put a pistol to our heads.” 

“ I am ropiuisible to the shareholders,” said Soames, 
“ and I sh.ill do my duty by them.” 

“ So we all arc, Mr. Forsyte ; and I hope we shall all do 
our duty.” 

“ Why not confine the foreign business to the small 
countries—their currency is safe enough ? ” 

“ Old Mont,” and his precious “ ring 1 ” 
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Breeding race horses 1 There could only be one end to 
that! 

“ Well ? ” he said, “ how are you ? ” 

The face in the glass turned romul, and became the back 
of a clipped sandyi-'h head. 

“ Oh 1 bobbish, th.inks 1 Vou b'l'k .dl light, UncR 
Soames. I just wanted to .i-'k \o'a: .M.et 1 take the.se 
screws of old George Forsyte's ? rii< \'ie d.. lied b..d." 

“ Gift horse in the mouth ? " s.iid 

“Well,” said V.il, “but th'\'re d.eh'd Is.d ; I'V the 
time I’ve paid legacy duty, lajxt d ile iu to .i ■ .ii.d old 
them, there won’t be a si.xpeuce. ()ue o( them fill- down 
when you look at it. And the other two .or- ! token- 
winded. Tlie poor old boy kept th- tii, 1 e. ui-e In- >o i! In’t 
get rid of them. They’re about livi' hut .!i(d ye.o , o'..l.’’ 

“Thought you were fond of hordes," s.ii,l So.iiu'S 
“ Can’t you turn them out ? ” 

“ Ye.s,” said \’.il, drily ; “ but I’ve c”t my livitig to make. 

I h.aven’t told my wife, for fear she should snn.-est th.ii. 1 in 

afrtiid I might see them in my duaiti'- it I old then. 
They’re only lit for the kennels. Can I wite to tlie i-xei u- 
tors and s.iv I’m not riih enougli to t.ike th ■in r 

“ You c.in," said So.imes, .lud the woi.l- • “ llow’c your 
wife ? ” died unspoken on his lips. Sh ' '.'..is th” d •uuhl'T 
of his enemy, young Jolyon. Ih.it fellow w.t, de id, but 
the fact rem.lined. 


“ I will, then,” said Val. “ IIow di.l hi fum r 
“Very simple afl.iir — I had noiluiig to lio wi'l 
d.iys of funerals were over. No !i ■.■.'f', la’ 
plumes—a motor hearse, a coup!” of •. .,r' or -o. 
attention paid nowad.lys to the de.ui. Ai.oih' r 


g'. off ? ” 
U.” 'Die 
l;o 

•.i; th” 

of the 


times ! 

“ I’m stapng the night at Green .Street,” s.dd V..1. ‘I 
suppose you’re not there, are you i ” 
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contain the announcement that, in view of Continental 
uncertainty, we are abandoning foreign risks for the 
fiesent.” 

So-imes had won. Relieved and puzzled, he walked away 
alone. 

He had shown character; their respect for him had gone 
up, he could see ; their liking for him down, if they’d ever 
had any—he didn’t know ! But why had Elderson veered 
round ? He recalled the shift and blink of the fellow’s 
steely eyes at the idea of the question being raised at the 
general meeting. 

That had done it! But why ? Were the figures faked ? 
Surely not! That would be too dillicult, in the face of the 
accountants. If Soames had faith, it was in chartered 
accountants. Sandis and Jevon were tip-top people. It 
couldn’t be that! He glanced up from the pavement. The 
dome of St. Paul’s was dim already in evening sky—nothing 
to be had out of it ! He felt badly in need of some one to 
talk to; but there was nobody ; and he quickened his 
pace .among the hurrying crowd. His hand, driven deep 
into his overcoat pocket, came into sudden contact with 
some foreign sticky substance. ‘ Gracious ! ’ he thought : 

‘ those things ! ’ Should he drop them in the gutter ? If 
only there were a child he could take them home to ! He 
must get Annette to spe.ik to Fleur. He knew what came 
of bad habits from his own experience of long ago. Why 
shouldn’t he speak to her himself ? He was staying the 
night there ! But there came on him a helpless sense of 
ignorance. These young people ! \\ hat did they really 

think and feel ? Was old Mont right ? H.id they given 
up interest in everything except the moment, abandoned 
all belief in continuity, and progress f True enough that 
Europe was in Queer Street. But look at the state of 
things after the Napoleonic Wara He couldn’t remembei 
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in lawn f Conscious of pessimism, he rose. lie h.id better 
be getting back to Fleur’s—they dressed for dinner! lie 
supposed there was soinetliing in dres-^ing for dinner, but it 
was like lawn—you came unri'lh d -undressed ag.iin, and 
so it went on 1 Over and ov r .ir.d over to keep up to a 
pitch, that was—ah ! what zciis the piuh for ? 

Turning into South Squ.ire, he cannoned into a young 
man, whose head was craned back as if K poking .ifter some 
one he had parted from. Uncert.iin whether to apologise 
or to wait for an apology, Soames stoipd still. 

The young man said abruptly : “ Sorry, sir,” and moved 
on ; d.trk, neat-looking chap with a hungry look obviously 
unconnected with his stomach. Munnuting; “Not at 
all I ” Soames moved forwaid .md r.ing his daughter’s bell. 
She opened to him herself. She was in h.it and fiir.s- -just 
in. The young man recurred to So.itnes, 11.id he left her 
there f W h.tt a pretty f.ice it w.is ! He should certainly 
speak to her. If she once took to g.idding .ibout ! 

He put it off, however, till he w.is aiiout to say “ Good¬ 
night ”—Mifh.iel having gotie to the politic,d tneeling of a 
Labour candidate, as if he couldn’t Itnd something belter 
to do! 

“ Now you’ve been married two years, my child, 1 suppose 
you’ll be looking towards the future. There’s a great deal 
of nonsense talked about children. The whole thing’s much 
simpler. I hope you feel that.” 

Fleur was leaning back among the cushions of the settee, 
swinging her foot. Her eyes became a little restless, but her 
colour did not change. 

“ Of course ! ” she said ; “ only there’s no hurry. Dad.” 

“ Well, I don’t know,” Soames murmured. “ The French 
and the royal family have a very sound habit of getting it 
over early. There’s many a slip, .and it kci-ps them out of 
mischief. You’re very attractive, my child— I don’t want 
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stand attributed people’s action not to what they ate at 
breakfast, or the leg they got out of bed with," as in the good 
old daj s, but to some shock they had received in the remote 
past and entirely forgotten. The subconscious mind! 
Fads ! Fads and microbes ! The fact was this generation 
had no digestion. His father and his uncles had all com- 
pl.iincd of liver, but they had never had anything the 
matter with them—no need of any of these vitamins, false 
teeth, mental healing, newspapers, ps)’cho-analysis, spiritua¬ 
lism, birth control, osteopathy, broadeaaing, and what not. 
‘ M.u'hines ! ’ thought Soantes. ' That’s it—I shouldn’t 
wonder ! ’ How could you believe in anvthing when every¬ 
thing was g'oing roe.nd so f.ist ? When you couldn’t count 
your chickens—they ran about so ? Hut Fleur had g.jt a 
good little he.id on her ! ‘ 'S’es,’ he mused, ‘ and French 
teeth, she can dige.st anything. Two t'e.irs I I’ll speak to 
her before she gels the habit confirmed. Her mother was 
quick enough about it ! ’ And perceiving the ConnoLs- 
setir.s’ Club in front of him, he went in. 

The hall porter c.imc out of his box. A gentleman wa» 
waiting. 

“ Wliat gentlcm.in ? ” said Soames, sidelong. 

“ I tliink lie’s your ne]'liew, sir, .Mr. D.irtie.” 

“ Val D.inio !*H’m ! Where f ” 

“ In the little room, sir.” 

Tito little room—all the accommod.ition considered 
worthy of such as were not Connoi--setirs—was at the end 
of a j'.sssage, and in no t.isre at all, as if the Club were 
sating: “See wh.U it is not to be one of us!” Soames 
entered it, and s.uv \'.d D.irtie smoking a cig.ircttc and 
g.i.'ing with ab.iorption at the (Uily object of interest, his 
own refiection in the glass above the lire. 

He never saw his nej'hcw witliout wondering when he 
would say : “ Look here. Uncle Soames, I'm up a stump.’’ 
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And he went up to his bed. If there was point in anything, 
it was in perpetuation of oneself, though, of course, that 
begged the question. ‘ Wonder,’ he thought, ‘ if I ought 

to have asked her whether that young in.m-! ’ But 

young people were best left alon-*. The f.ict was, he didn’t 
understand them. His eye lighted on* the p.iper bag con¬ 
taining those—those things he had bought. He had 
brought them up from his overcoat to get rid of them—but 
how ? Put into the fire, they would make a smell. He stood 
at his dressing-table, took one up and looked at it. Good 
Lord! And, suddenly, rubbing the mouthpiece with his 
handkerchief, he began to blow the thing up. He blew until 
his cheeks were tired, and then, nipping the aperture, took a 
bit of the dental cotton he used on his teeth every night and 
tied it up. There the thing was ! With a pettish gesture he 
batted the balloon. Off it flew—purple and e.xtravagant, 
alighting on his bed. H’m ! He took up the other, and did 
the same to it. Purple and green ! The deuce ! If any one 
came in and saw ! He threw up the window, batted them, 
balloon after balloon, into the night, and shut the window 
down. There they’d be in the d.irk, floating about. His lips 
contracted in a nervous grin. People would see them in 
the morning. Well! What else could you do with things 
like that I 


H 
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“No,” said Soames, and did not miss the relief in his 
nephew’s countenance. 

“ Oh ! by the way, Uncle Soames—do you advise me to 
buy P.P.R.S. shares ? ” 

“ On the contrary. I’m going to advise your mother to 
•ell. Tell her I’m coming in to-morrow.” 

“ Why f I thought-” 

“ Never mind iny reasons ! ” said Soames shortly. 

“ So long, then ! ” 

Exchanging a chilly hand-shake, he watched his nephew 
withdraw. 

So long ! An expression, old as the Boer war, that he h.nd 
never got used to—meant nothing so far as he could see ! 
He entered the reading-room. A number of Contioisscurs 
were sitting and standing about, and So.itnes, least clubbable 
of men, sought the solitude of an einbrasured window. He 
sat there jxilishing the n.iil of one forefinger ag.unst tlie b.ack 
of the other, and chewing the cud of life. After all, what 
was the point of anything ? There was George ! He had 
had an ca.sy life—never done any work! y\nd here was 
himself, who had done a lot of work ! And sooner or later 
they would bury him too, with a motor hearse probably! 
And there was liis son-in-law, young Mont, full of talk about 
goodness knew what—and that thin-cheeked chap who had 
sold him the balloons this afternoon. And old Fontenoy, 
and that waiter over there ; and the out-of-works and the 
in-works; and those chaps in Parliament, and the parsons 
in their pulpits—what were they all for f There was the 
old gardener down at Mapledurham pushing his roller over 
and over the lawn, week after week, and if he didn’t, what 
would the lawn be like ? That was life—gardener rolling 
lawn I Put it that there was another life—he didn’t believe 
it, but for the sake of argument—that life must be just 
the same. Rolling lawn—to keep it lawn ! What point 
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condition which would enable th individual to function 
freely in his native superiority. In that way .done, he said, 
would they lose those mass movements and emotions 
which imperilled the sanity of the world. He spoke well; 
Michael listened, purring almost audibly, till he found that 
he was thinking of himself, W ilfrid and I'leiir. Would he 
ever function so freely in a native superiority tli.it he did not 
want Fleur too much f And did he wi-ili to ? He did not. 
That seemed to introduce human n.iture into the speaker’s 
argument. Didn’t everybody w.int soiiteiliiiig too much ? 
Wasn’t it natur.il f And if so, wouldn't tlieie .iKv.iys be a 
collective wantitig too much—jioolings of primal y desire, 
such as the desire of keeping your own he.ni .il'ove water f 
The candidiitc’s argument seiiiud to him siulib-iily to le.ive 
out heat, to omit fiictioii, to In- tli.ii of .1 111 ,in in an artm li.iir 
after a poor lunch. He looked attentivlv .it the sjieaker’s 
shrewd, dry, douliting f.ice. ‘ N'o juice!’he tlioiiglit. And 
when “ the chap ” s.it down, he got up .iiul b-ft the hall. 

This Wilfrid business li.id upset him horiibly. Try as he 
had to put it out of liis mind, try .is he would to l.iiigli it oil, 
it Cijntinued to cat into liis '■en o of security ;ii.d li.ippiiiess. 
Wife anvl best friend ! A hundred tini' s a day he assured 
himself that he trusted Fli'ur. (tidy, Wiliii.i w.is so much 
more attractive than himself, and Hc-ur dc ervi’d the be.st 
of everything. Besides, Wilfrid w;is going through torture, 
and it was not a pleastint thought! How end the thing, 
restore peace of mind to liiinsr-lf, to him, to her f He h.id 
heard no more ; and it simply was inipo'^.'-ilile to ask. No 
way even of showing his anxiety! The whole tiling was 
just “dark,” and, so far as he could see, v.o.ihl h.ive to st.iy 
so; nothing to be done but rcrew t!ie lid on tighter, be as 
nice as he could to her, try imt to feel Litter about him. 
Hades ! 

He turned down Chelsea Embankment. Here the shy 
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to see you take too much to gad-about ways. You’ve got 
all sorts of friends.” 

“ Yes,” said Fleur. 

“ You get on well with Michael, don’t you f ” 

“ Oh! yes.” 

“ Well, then, why not ? You must remember that your 
son will be a what-you-call-it.” 

In those words he compromised with his instinctive dislike 
of titles and flummery of that nature. 

“ It mightn’t be a son,” said Fleur. 

“ At your age that’s easily remedied.” 

“ Oh, I don’t want a lot. Dad. One, perhaps, or two.” 

“ Well,” said Soames, “ I should almost prefer a daughter, 
something like—well, .something like you.” 

Her softened eyes flew', restive, from his face to her foot, 
to the dog, all over the room. 

“ I don’t know, it’s a tie—like digging your own grave in 
a way.” 

“ I shouldn’t put it as high as that,” murmured Soames, 
persuasively. 

“ No man would. Dad.” 

“ Your mother wouldn’t have got on at all without you,” 
and recollection of how near her mother had been to not 
getting on at all with her—of how, but for him, she would 
have tn.ide a mess of it, reduced him to silent contemplation 
of the restive foot. 

“ Well,” he s.iid, at last, “ I thought I’d mention it. I— 
I’ve got your happiness at heart.” 

Fleur rose and kissed his forehead. 

“ I know, D.id,” she said : “ I’m a selfi.sh pig. I’ll think 
about it. In f.ict, 1—I have thought about it.” 

“ That’s riglit,” said Soames ; “ that’s right! You’ve a 
good head on you—it’s a great consolation to me. Good¬ 
night, my dear ! ” 
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Pure chance, perhaps, but fact! Ah ! And tvasn’t that just 
the danger ? He was no longer a novelty to her—nothing 
unexpected about him now! And he and site had agreed 
times without number that novelty was tlie salt of life, the 
essence of interest and dran i. Novelty now lay with 
Wilfrid ! Lord ! Lord! Posses'^ion appeared f.ir from 
being nine points of the law ! He rounded-in from the 
Embankment towards home—jolly part r)f J.ondon, jolly 
Square; everything jolly except just this infernal com¬ 
plication. Something, soft as a large leaf, tapped twice 
against his ear. He turned, astonishi d ; he was in entpiy 
space, no tree near. Floating in the darkness, a round thing 
—he grabbed, it bobbed. What ? A child’s balloon ! He 
secured it between his hands, took it beneath a lamp-post — 
green, he judged. Queer ! He looked up. Two windows 
lighted, one of them Fleur’s ! W;is this the bulible of his 
own happiness expelled ? Morbid ! Silly :iss ! Some gust 
of wind—a child's phiything lodged and loosened ! He held 
the balloon gingerly. He would t.ike it in and show it to her. 
He put his 1.Itch-key in the door. D.irk in the h.dl—gone 
up! He mounted, swinging the b.dloou on his finger. 
Fleur was standing before a mirror. 

“What on earth’s that ? ’’ .she .s.iid. 

The blood returned to Mirli.iel's heart. Cttrious how he 
had dreaded its having anything to do with her 1 

“ Don’t know, darling ; fell on my hat—must belong to 
heaven.” And he batted it. 

The balloon floated, dropped, bounded twice, wobbled and 
came to rest. 

“ You are a baby, Michael. I believe you bought 
it.” 

Michael came closer, and stood quite still. 

“ My hat! What a misfortune to be in love 1" 

“ You think so ! ” 



CHAPTER XIII 
Tenterhooks 

Michafx hnd gone to the Labour candidate’s meeting 
partly because he wanted to, and partly out of fellow feeling 
for “old Forsyte,” whom he was always conscious of 
having robbed. His father-in-l.iw had been very decent 
about Fleur, and he liked the “ old man ” to have her to 
himself when he could. 

In a constituency which had much casual and no trades- 
union labour to spe.ik of, the meeting would be one of those 
which enabled the intellectuals of the P;trty to get it “ ofi 
their chests.” Sentiment being “ slop,” and ch.tmpionship 
mere condescension, one might look for sound economic 
speeches which left out discredited factors, such as human 
nature. Michael was accustomed to hearing people dis¬ 
paraged for deprecating ch.inge because human nature was 
const.mt; he was accustomed to hearing people despised 
for feeling compassion; he knew that one ought to be 
purely economic. And anyway tliat kind of speech was 
prefer.ible to the tub-thumpings of the North or of the Park, 
which provoked a nasty undetlying class spirit in himself. 

The meeting was iti full swing when he arrived, the candi¬ 
date pitilessly e.xposing the fall.icies of a capit.alism which, in 
his view, had brought on the w.ir. For fear that it should 
bring on another, it must be ch.mged for a system which 
would ensure th.it nations shtmld not want anything too 
much. The individual—said the candidate—was in every 
respect superior to the n.ition of which he formed a part j 
and the problem before them was to secure an economic 
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niAlTl'.R I 
Tiiii Mark 1'ai i.s 

The st:)te of the woikl h.id I'l-i-ii more ;ind more 

on So.imes’ nerves ever sinee tlie l" 1 i' r.il iiucwiif,' of the 
P.P.R.S. It li;id >:o;'.e oil with that fatui'.t lom,’ .is.oeiated 
by him witli siicli j,Mih<'riiit;s —a w iieriielit rntmaiole fnttn 
the chairman; Initter liom too reliahle shareliolders; 
viiieg.ir (loin sliareholders not so relial-le ; and the usual 
“ gup ” over the di\id> nd. He had gone there glum, come 
away glummer. Prom a notion once t.iken into liis lie.id 
Soames parted more slouly titan ;i iluvsi- p.irts from its 
mites. Tuo-sevenths of for. ign Im im s,-, nearly all 
German ! Ami the mark f.dliag ! h had I'eguti to tall fiom 
the moment that he d' lid d to su]']'ort tlie divid aid. .And 
why ? What was in the oind : t'oniiaiv to hf' < u .iom, he 
had t.iken to .'-nilhng do tly tlie pnlitic.il cohiinns of his 
paper. ’1‘he Phemh-he had .dways mi'iru t'd them, 
especially since hia second m.irii.igi-—tlie kVeiuh tvere going 
to play old Il.irry, if he w.is not gre.atly mist.iken ! '1‘heir 
papers, he noticed, never Io,t a (h.itite of having a d.ib at 
English policy ; seemt d to tliiiik iliey could s i .ill the 
tune for England to pipe to ! Aiid th'' m.irk .uui the fr.mc, 
and every other son of nioi.'-y, falling. Atai 'hough in 
Soames was that whiih rejoin d in th- tlioughi ih.it one of 
his country’s hits of papr tot.Id buy a gr'Mt quantity of 
other countries’ hits of pajur, th'-re w.is .dso th.it \^hich 
felt the whole thing silly and unreal, with an ever-growing 


III 



io8 THE WHITE MONKEY 

was dark and wide and streaming with stars. The river 
wide, dark and gleaming with oily rays from the Embank¬ 
ment lamps. The width of it all gave him relief. Dash the 
dumps ! A jolly, queer, muddled, sweet and bitter world ; 
an immensely intriguing game of chance, no matter how the 
cards were falling at the moment! In the trenches he had 
thought: ‘ Get out of this, and I’ll never mind anything 
again ! ’ How seldom now he remembered thinking that! 
The human body renewed itself—they said—in seven years. 
In three years’ time his body would not be the body of the 
trenches, but a whfile-timc peace body with a fading com¬ 
plex. If only Fleur would tell him quite openly what she 
felt, what she was doing about Wilfrid, for she must be 
doing something! And Wilfrid’s verse ? Would his con¬ 
founded passion—as Ban suggested—flow in poetry ? And, 
if so, who would publish it ? A miserable business ! Well, 
the night was beautiful, and the great thing not to be a pig. 
Beauty and not being a pig 1 Nothing much else to it— 
except laughter—the comic side ! Keep one’s sense of 
humour, anyway! And Michael searched, while he strode 
beneath plane trees half-stripped of leaves and plume-like 
in the dark, for the fun in his position. He failed to find it. 
There seemed absolutely nothing funfty about love. Pos¬ 
sibly he might fall out of love again sotne day, but not so 
long as she kept him on her tenterhooks. Did she do it on 
purjK>se ? Never ! Fleur simply could not be like those 
women who kept their husbands hungry and fed them when 
they wanted dresses, furs, jewels. Revolting ! 

He came in sight of Westminster. Only half-past ten! 
Suppose he took a cab to Wilfrid’s rooms, and tried to have 
it out with him. It would be like trying to make the hands 
of a clock move backwards to its ticking. What use in say¬ 
ing : “ You love Fleur—well, don’t! ” or in Wilfrid saying 
it to him f ‘ After all, I was first with Fleur,’ he thought. 
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had so stumped those fellows at the Heralds’ College, that 
Soames had dropped the enquiry—it was just encouraging 
them to spend his money for a sentimental satisfaction 
which did not materialise. That narrow-headed ch.tp, 
“ Old Mont,” peacocked about his ancestry ; .ill the more 
reason for having no ancestry to peacock about. The 
Forsytes and the Goldings were good Englisli country 
stock—that was what mattered. And if Fleur and her 
child, if one came, had French blood in them—well, he 
couldn’t help it now. 

In regard to the coming of .a grandchild, Soames knew 
no more than in October. I'leur had spent Christmas with 
the Monts ; she was promised to him, however, before long, 
and her mother must ask her a question or two ! 

The weather was extremely mild ; Soames had even been 
out in a punt fishing. In a heavy coat he tr.iiled a line for 
perch and dace, and caught now ;uid then a ro.uh—precious 
little good, the servants wouldn’t eat them, now.idays ! 
His grey eyes would brood over the g.-ey water under the 
grey sky; and in his mind the m.iik would fall. It fell 
with a bump on that eleventh of J.muary when the French 
went and occupied the Ruhr, lie said to Annette .it break¬ 
fast : “ Your country’s cracked ! Look :it the mark now ! ” 

“ What do I care about the mark ? ” she had answered 
over her coffee. “ I care that they shall not come again 
into my country. I hope they will suffer a little what we 
have suffered.” 

“ You,” said Soames ; “ you never suffered anything.” 

Annette put her hand where Soames sometimes doubted 
the existence of a heart. 

“ I suffered here,” she said. 

‘“I didn’t notice it. You never went without butter. 
What do you suppose Europe’s going to be like now for the 
next thirty years ? How about British trade I ” 
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*' Jly a ioiijuUTS un qui baise, et I’autre qui ne tend pas la 
joue.” 

“ lUii I do.” 

“ El.'ur! ” 

Fk-iir smiled. 

“ Jlaise iiwiiy.” 

Einbr.Kinj; her, Miehnel thmight: ‘She hokH me—does 
with me wli.it she likes; I know nothing of her! ’ 

And there arose a small sound—from Ting-a-ling smelling 
the balloon. 
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“ Compromise is tKe essence of any reasonable < xistence 
between individuals or nations. W’e can’t have the fat 
thrown into the fire every few ye.irs.” 

“ 77j.ir is so inurmtin li Aunrttr. *‘ We others 

never know wh.ii you Eite/i>fi will do. I’ou .i/vv.iys iv.ii’t to 
sec which w.iy the cat jiinips.” 

However deeply syinp.ithc'tic with such a reasonable 
characteri.stic, So..nus uoulJ h.ive d. iiie.l it .it any oidmary 
moment—to confess to tcinj'ori'iiij; w.is not, .is it were, done. 
But, with the mark f illini; like a c.inio,,d of biicks, he was 
heated to the point of sl.indinr; by hi-, n.itnre. 

“ And why shouldn’t we ? Rushing; into tilings that you’ll 
h.ave to rush out of! 1 don’t w.int to ugue. Lreiuh .ind 

English never did get on, .iiid never will.” 

Annette lo.e. “ You sjie.ik the truth, iny friend. Entente, 
mats pas cordiale. Wh.u .ire you d ling to-d.iy ? ” 

“Going up to town,’’ s.iid So. lines glumly. “ \ our 
precious Government has pul lmBini.ss into (Jueer Street 
with a vengeance.’’ 

“ Do you stav the ni.ght ? ” 

“ I don’t know.’’ 

** Adieu, then, ju'iju au revnir ! ” And she pot up, 
Soames rein.lint d broi.ding above liis m.uni.d.ule—with 
the ma'k f.dling in his mind pi.id 'o ree the hist of her 
handsome figure, h.iving no p.iti' t'.ie at tlie ir.orneni for 
French tantrums. An irrit.iLIe longiiig to say to somebody 
“ I told you so ’’ posw sed him. 1 le would have to wait, 
however, till he foni d sumebody to s.iy it to. 

A beautiful day, quite w.irm; and, i.d.ing his umbrella at 
an assurance against ch uige, he set out for the st.ition. 

In the c.irri.ige g"ii'g up they were t.di.ing ab'iut the 
Ruhr. Averse from diicus-ion in public, b<i.imes listened 
from behind Ids paper. Ihc gerier.d sentiment was sur¬ 
prisingly like his own. In so far as it was unplcasaiit foi the 
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consciousness that the P.P.R.S. would pay no dividend 
next year. The P.P.R.S. was a big concern; no dividend 
would be a sign, no small one, of bad management. Assur¬ 
ance was one of the few things on God’s earth which could 
and should be conducted without real risk. But for that he 
would never have gone on the Board. And to find assur¬ 
ance had not been so conducted and that by himself, was— 
well! He had caused Winifred to sell, anyway, though 
the shares had already fallen slightly. “ I thought it was 
such a good thing, Soames,” she had said plaintiv cly: “ it’s 
rather a bore, losin’ money on the sh<ares.” He had 
answered without mercy : “ If you don’t sell, you’ll lose 
more.” And she had done it. If the Rogers and Nicholases 
who had followed him into it hadn’t sold too—well, it was 
their look out I He had made Winifred warn them. As 
for himself, he had nothing but his qualifying shares, and 
the missing of a dividend or two would not hurt one whose 
director’s fees more than compensated. It was not, there¬ 
fore, private uneasiness so much as resentment at a state of 
things connected with foreigners and the slur on his 
inf.dlibility. 

Christmas had gone off quietly at Mapledurham. He 
abominated Christmas, and only observed it because his 
wife w.as French, and her national festival New Year’s Day. 
One could not go so far as to observe that, encouraging a 
foreign notion. But Christmas with no child about—^he 
still remembered the holly and sn.apdragons of Park Lane 
in his own childhood—the f.tmily parties ; and how dis¬ 
gusted he had been if he got anything symbolic—the thimble 
or the ring—instead of the shilling. They had never gone 
in for Santa Claus at P.irk Lane, partly because they could 
see through the old gentleman, and partly because he was 
not at all a late thing. Emily, his mother, had seen to that. 
Yes ; and, by the way, that William Gouldyng, Ingerer. 
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Soames turned the handle of the cab door. 

“ Quite ! ” he said ag.un. “ Potihry ! ” and got in. He 
was not going to be drawn. The follow was clearly a fire¬ 
brand J 

In the cab the measure of 'u’s disturbance was reve.dcd. 
He had said “ Poultry,” an address th.it “ Forsyte, Ihisr.ird 
and Forsyte” had abandoned two-anj-twenty je.irs ago 
when, merged with “ Cuthcott, Ihiilid.iy and Kingson,” they 
became “ Cuthcott, Kingson and Forsyie.” Rectifying the 
error, he sat forward, brooding. F.dl of the m.iik! The 
country was sound about it, yes—but when thi-y f.iiled to 
pay the next dividend, could they rely on reseiitinent .ig.iinst 
the French in.ne.id of ag.dust the directors f noiduful ! 
The directors ought to h.ive seen it coinitig ! Th.it might be 
said of the other directors, but not of hitnsolf— here w.is a 
policy that he personally never would h.ive touched. If 
only he could discuss the whole thing with some one—but 
old Gradman would be out of his depth in a m.it ter of this 
sort. And, on arrival at his olliee, he g i/ed with .1 cert.iin 
impatience at that changeless old fellow, silting in Ids swivel 
chair. 

“ Ah ! Mr. Soames, I was hopin’ you might eonte in thi.) 
morning. There’s a young m.tn been round to see you from 
the P.P.R.S. Wouldn’t give his business, said In- wanted 
to see you privately. Left ids number on the ’phone.” 

“ Oh ! ” said Soames. 

“ Quite a young feller—in the office.” 

“ What did he look like ? ” 

“ Nice, clean young man. I was rather favourably 
impressed—name of liutterfield.” 

“ Well, ring him up, and let him know I’m here.” And 
going over to the window, he stood looking out on to a 
perfectly blank wall. 

Suited to a sleeping partner, his room was at the back. 
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“ We French see before our noses,” said Annette with 
warmth. “ We see that the beaten must be kept the 
beaten, or he will take revenge. You English are so 
sloppy. ” 

“ Sloppy, are we ? ” s.iid Soames. “ You’re talking like 
a child. Could a sloppy people ever have reached our 
position in the world ? ” 

“ That is your selfishness. You are cold and selfish.” 

“ Cold, selfish and sloppy—they don’t go together. Try 
again.” 

“ Your slop is in your thought and your t.alk ; it is your 
instinct that gives you your success, and your English 
instinct is cold and selfish, Soames. You arc a mixture, all 
of you, of hypocrisy, stupidity and egoism.” 

Soames took some marmal.tde. 

“Well,” he said, “ and what are the French ?—cynical, 
avaricious and revengeful. And the Germans are senti¬ 
mental, heady and brutal. We can all abuse each other. 
There’s nothing for it but to keep clear. And that’s what 
you French won’t do.” 

Annette’s handsome person stiffened. 

“ When you are tied to a person, as I am tied to you, 
Soames, or .as we French arc tied to the Germans, it is 
necessary to be top dog, or to be bottom dog.” 

Soames stayed his toast. 

“ Do you suppose yourself top dog in this house I ” 

“ Yes, Soames.” 

“ Oh ! Then you can go back to France to-morrow.” 

Annette’s eyebrows rose quizzically. 

“ 1 would wait a little longer, my friend; you are still 
too young.” 

But Soames had already regretted his remark ; he did not 
wish any si:ch disturbance at his time of life, and he said 
more calmly ; 
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your businesi. Nothing goes outside these walls, young 
man.” 

“ I’m in the office of the P.P.R.S., sir. The fact is, 
accident has just put some information in my hands, and 
I’m not easy in my mind. Knowing you to be a solicitor, 
sir, I preferred to come to you, rather than go to the cliair- 
man. As a lawyer, would yoti tell me: Is my fiist duty 
to the Society, being in their employ ? ” 

“ Certainly, ” said Ho. lines. 

“I don’t like this job, sir, and I hope you’ll tindersfand 
that I’m not here for any personal motive—it’s just because 
I feel I ought to.” 

Soames regarded him steadily. Thotigh large aiid r.ithcr 
swimming, the young man’s eyes impress! il him by their 
resemblance to a dog’s. “ What’s it all ."ibout f ’ he said. 

The young man moistened his lips. 

“ The insurance of our Gertn.in business, sir.” 

Soames pricked his ears, alre.tdy slightly pointed by 
Nature. 

“ It’s a very serious matter,” the young man went on, 
“ and I don’t know how it’ll atfect me, but the f.ict is, this 
morning I ovcrhe.ird a private conversalion.” 

“ Oh ! ” said Soaim-s. 

“ Yes, sir. I quite understand your tone, but the very 
first words did it. I simply couldi> t make iny^:>!lf known 
after hearing them. I think you’ll agree, sir.” 

“ W’ho were the speakers ? ” 

“The man.ager, and .a man called Smith—I fancy by his 
accent his name’s a bit more foreign—who’s done most of 
the agenting for the German b i-ine^s.” 

“ W hat were the words ? ” saiii So imes. 

“ Well, sir, the manager was spiuiking. and then this Smith 
said : ‘ Quite so, Mr. hlderson, but we haven’t p.aid you a 
commission on all this business for nothing; if the mark 
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Huns—all right; in so far as it was unpleasant for British 
trade—all wrong; in so far as love of British trade was active 
and hate of Huns now passive—more wrong than right. A 
Fr.-incophil remark that the French were justified in making 
themselves safe at all costs, was coldly received. At Maiden¬ 
head a man got in whom Soames connected automatically 
with disturbance. He had much grey hair, a sanguine face, 
lively eyes, twisting eyebrows, and within five minutes had 
asked in a breezy voice whether any one had heard of the 
League of Nations. Confirmed in his estimate, Soames 
looked round the corner of his paper. Yes, that chap would 
get off on some hobby-horse or other ! And there he went! 
The question—said the newcomer—was not whether the 
Germans should get one in the eye, the British one in the 
pocket, or the Trench one in the heart, but whether the world 
should get peace and goodv\ill. Soames lowered his paper. 
If—this fellow said—they wanted pence, they must sink 
their individual interests, .ind think in terms of collective 
interest. The good of all was the good of one ! Soames saw 
the 11.iw ;it iince ; That might be, but the good of one was 
not the good of all. lie felt th.it if he did not take care he 
would be pointing this out. The man was a perfect stranger 
to him, and no good ever came of argument. Unfortunately 
his silence amid the general opinion that the League of 
Nations was “ no earthly,” seemed to cause the newcomer 
to reg.trd him as a syntp.uhiser ; the fellow kept on throwing 
his eyebrows at him ! To put up his paper again seemed too 
pointed, and his position was getting more and more false 
when the train ran in at Paddington. He hastened to a cab. 
A voice behind him said : 

“ Hopeless lot, sir, eh ! Glad to see you s.aw my point.” 

“ Quite ! ” said Soames. “ Taxi! ” 

“ Unless the League of Nations functions, we’re all foi 
Gehenna.” 
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“ Have you any reason to suppose,” he said, “ that tliey 
became aware of your being there f ” 

“ They couldn’t have, I think.” 

The implications of this news seemed every seciuul more 
alarming. It w.-is as if Fate, kept at b.iy .all his life by v le\ er 
wrist-work, had suddenly slipp<-d a thrust under his gu.ird. 
No good to get rattled, however—must tliink it out .(t lei.suie! 

“Are you prepared, if necessary, to repeat this to the 
Board f ” 

The young m in pressed his hands together. 

“ Well, sir, I’d much rather have held my tongue ; but 
if you decide it’s got to be taken up, I suj'j'iise f must 
go through with it now. I’m sure I hope you'll d'lide 
to le.ave it alone ; perhaps it isn’t true—only why ilidn’t 
Mr. Elderson say : ‘ You ruddy li.ir ! ’ ? ” 

Exactly ! Why didn’t he ? Soames gave a grunt of 
intense discomfort. 

“ Anything more ? ” he said. 

“ No, sir.” 

“ Very well. You’ve not told any one f ” 

“ No, sir.” 

“ Then don’t, and leave it to me.” 

“ I'll be only too happy to, sir. Good-morning.” 

“ Good-morning ! ” 

No—very bad morning ! No satisfaction whatever in 
this sudden fulfilment of his prophetic feeling about Llderson. 
None ! 

“ What d’you think of that young fellow, Gr.idman ? Ls 
he lying ? ” 

Thus summoned, as it were, from stupor, Gradman 
thoughtfully rubbed a nose both thick and shining. 

“ It’s one word against another, Mr. Soames. unless you 
get more evidence. But I can’t see what the young man has 
to gain by it.” 

I 
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free from disturbance. Young man ! The call was some- 
what singular! And he said over his shoulder: “Don’t go 
ffben be comes, Grndman, I know nothing of him.” 

The wotld changed, people died oS, the mark fell, but 
xhsxer-^mhodmetvx, iaVihixA a-ad grey, of 

Gnidman’s voice, grating, ingratiating, rose. ' 

“This Tieivch news—it’s not nice, Mr. Soames. They’re 
a hasty lot. I remember your father, Mr. James, coming 
into the office the morning the Franco-Prussi.tn war w.t9 
declared— quite in his prime then, not more ih.m sixty 
should sav. Why. I recall his very words: ^1'^- “ 
said, ‘ I told them so.’ And here they arc— at it still. The 

fact is, they’re c.it and dog.” . 

Soames, who had h.df turned, resumed his contemplation 
of a void. Poor old Gr.ulinan dated ! What would he say 
when he heard ih.it they h.id been insuring foreign business ? 
Stimulated by the old-time qu.dity of Gr.idm.in’s 
his mind ranged with sudden freedom. He himself had 
another twenty years, perh.ips. What would he sec in that 
time ? Where would old Engl.uul be at the end of it ? 

‘ In spite of the p.ipers, we’re not such fools as we look, 
he thought. ‘If only we can steer cle.ir of tlibberty- 

gibbertirig, and pay our way ! ’ , , u 

%“ Mr. IJiitierlield. sir.” H’m ! The young man had been 
very spry. Covered by Gr..dman’s bluff and greasy greet- 
ing. he “ took a lunar,” as his Uncle Roger u-ed to call it. 
The young fellow, in a neat suit, a turndown coll.ir, with lus 
hat in his hind, was a medium niod.st-looKing chap. 

Soames nodded. 

“ You want to see me ? ” 

“ Alone, if I might, sir.” 

“ Mr. Gradm.ui here is iny right-hand man.” 

Gradinan’s voice purred gratingly: “ You can state 
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oat he had only known of it afterwards. And who could 
have foreseen anything so ni.iJ as thin Ruhr hti.-iness, or 
realised the sl.ick coiiliJence of hi: colhM^jues 'ii this con¬ 
founded fellow ? The words " };ro;.s lu-^dieeiu e ” .ii'pe.ued 
‘close up’ before his eyes. W’u.it if .iii .Ktiun l.ty .t'.^.iiiist the 
Board ! Gross negligence ! At hi-, .ige .uul with hiN r<'put.t- 
tion ! Why ! The thing w.is pi.tin .is .1 piUi".l.iir ; for omit¬ 
ting a limit of li.dulity this ch.ip h.id got hi^ iotnmi.''don ! 
Ten per cent, proh.tblv, on all th.it hii'-ine'-s- - he nni.-t h.ive 
netted thous.ind.> ! A ni.in niii-.t I'e in Q.ii i r Street indei d to 
take a risk like that ! But conseious th.it hi-- t.i!ii.y w.is 
running on, So.tines rose, and turned his h.iik. 1 lie .letion 
suggested another. Sintul.ite anger, dr.iw ^oin<- sign from 
that fellow’s self-control! He turned ag.iin, .iiid s.iid 
petti.shly : “ Wh.it oti e.irth were you .ihoiit, M’-. M.in.iger, 
when you ,allowed the.se cotitr.iets to go thiough without 
limit of liability ? A tn.in of your e.xi>erience ! Wh.it w.ts 
your motive I ” 

A slight n.irrowing of the eyes, a slight loinpres-ion of 
the lips. He h.id relied otl the wind “ motive,” but the 
fellow p.issed it by. 

“ For suth high premiums .is we h ive been getting, Mr. 
Forsyte, a litnited li.ibility was tint j'o-.-ible. 'lliis is a most 
outr.igi'OLis development, «iiui I m .ifr.nd it tnu>t be con¬ 
sidered just bad luck.” 

“ Utifortutiately,” said Soames, “there’s no such thing 
as luck in properly regul.ited .I'-sur.iru e, .is we sh.ul fi’id, or 
I’m much mistaken. 1 shouldn t be surpti-ed if an action 
lay against the Board for gro-s negligence ! ” 

That h.id got the ch.iirm.in’-' go.il !—Got his go it f \\ hat 
expression.s they used now.id.i)'-* ! Or tin! it me. in the opjio- 
site ? One never knew I But as for Elder-on—lie sc' m"d 
to Soames to be merely counterfeiting a certait; flusteraiion. 
Futile to attempt to spring anything out of a chap like that. 
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goes absolutely phut, you will have to see that your Society 
makes it good for us ! ’ ” 

The intense longing, which at that moment came on 
Soames to emit a whistle, was checked by sight of Gradman’s 
face. The old fellow’s mouth had opened in the nest of 
his grizzly short beard ; his eyes stared puglike, he uttered 
a prolonged : “ A-ow ! ” 

“ Yes,” said the young man, “ it was a knock-out ! ” 

“ Where were you ? ” asked Soames, sharply. 

“ Tn the lobby between the manager’s room and the 
board room. I’d just come from sorting some papers in 
the board room, and the manager’s door was open an inch 
or so. Of couise I know the voices well.” 

“ What after ? ” 

“ I heard Mr. Elderson say, ‘ H’ssh ! Don’t talk like 
that ! ’ and I slipped back into the board room. I’d had 
more than enough, sir, I assure you.” 

Suspicion and surmise clogged Soames’ thinking appa¬ 
ratus. Was this young fellow speaking the truth ? A man 
like Elderson—the risk was monstrous ! And, if true, what 
was the directors’ responsibility ? Hut proof—proof ? 
He st.ived at the young man, who looked upset and pale 
enough, but whose eyes did not waver. Shake him if he 
could ! And he said sharply : 

“ Now mind what you’re saying ! This is most serious ! ” 

“ I know that, sir. If I’d consulted my own interest. 
I’d never h.tve come here. I’m not a sneak.” 

The words r.ing true, but So.lines did not drop his caution. 

“ Ever had any trouble in the oilice ? ” 

“ No, sir, you can make enquiry. I’ve nothing against 
Mr. Elderson, and he’s nothing against me.” 

Soames thought suddenly: ‘ Good heavens! He’s 
shifted it on to tne, and in the presence of a witness ! And 
I supplied the witness ! ’ 



CHAPTER II 

V'iCTORINE 

Au. through December b.illuons h.ui bem -hanlly 
any movement about lliem, even in \\<ek. .nul 

from the Ifickcts Ceiur.il Aiisir.ilu w.o .is I'.i ever. Tlie 
girl V'ictorine, restored to coiiijvir.iiite h d not 

regained her position in the Mouse dejMiiiuetii ot .Me'^'ts. 
Boney Bhu’ds & Co. They h.td given Inn Muni- odd sewing, 
but not of Lite, and she h.id spent minh time ir\ing to gi t 
work less uncerltiin. Her trouble w.is li.ul .ilw.i\s bien— 
her face. It wa.s unusu.d. l^cojde did not kno.v v.h.it to 
make of a girl who looked like that. W hy einplny on,- who 
without qu.dification of we.dth, r.ink, f.i-lium, <ii .il liity ('o 
far aiJ they knew) made them feel ordin.iry f b'or however 
essential to suth as Elcur and Mit h.a I- - dr.iin.itie inteicst 
was not primary in the manuf.n ture or •-.ile of l loa-e?, in 
the fitting-on of shoes, the .uidres-ing of ' nteloj-, - . m.iking- 
up of funenil wreaths, or the otle-r .mii'iiions of \iitoiine. 
Behind those large dark eyes aitd sili-nt lij' , wh.ii went on ? 
Il worried Boney Bl.ivds & Co., and the iiiore wlioies.de 
forms of commerce. Tlie lurid jirof'—ions film iij'>-r, or 
mannequin—did not occur to otie, of»-If d- pret -nii.g nature, 
born in Putney. 

When Bicket had gone out of a mon.in;’ witli Iim tray md 
his balloons not yet bhjwn up, sin woi.ld -.t.n.d l iii:.-' In-r 
finger, as though to gnaw her w.iy to som-- e e,-!,. itoni tlii; 
hand-to-mouth existence wliich kept h-r hn .l .o.d tl.i.-i .ts a 
rail, tired as a rook, shabby as a tailb-.s sparto.v, and, at 

1*1 
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“Nor I; but you never know. The trouble will be to get 
more evidence. Can I act without it / " 

“ It’s delicate,” said Gradman. And Soames knew that 
he was thrown back on himself. When Gradman said a 
thing was delicate, it meant that it was the sort of matter 
on which he was accustomed to wait for orders—presump¬ 
tuous even to hold opinion ! But had he got one ? Well, 
one would never know ! The old chap would sit and rub his 
nose over it till Kingdom Come. 

“ I shan’t act in a hurry,” he said, almost angrily; “ 1 
can’t see to the end of this.” 

Every hour confirmed that statement. At lunch the 
tape of his city club showed the mark still falling—to 
unheard-of depths ! How they could talk of golf, with this 
business on his mind, he could not imagine ! 

“ I must go and see that fellow,” he said to himself. “ 1 
shall be guarded. He may throw some light.” He waited 
until three o’clock and repaired to the P.P.R.S. 

Reaching the office, he sought the Board room. The chair¬ 
man was there in conference with the man.iger. Soames sat 
down quietly to listen ; and while he listened he watched 
that fellow’s face. It told him nothing. What nonsense 
people talked when they s.iiJ you could tell character from 
faces ! Only a perfect idiot’s face could be read like that. 
And here was a man of e.xperience and culture, one who knew 
every rope t>f business life and polite society. The hairless, 
neat features exliibited no more concern tli.in the natural 
mortific.ition of one whose policy had met with such .a nasty 
knock. The drop of the in.irk had .ilre.idy wiped out any 
possible profit on the next h.df-year. Unless the wretched 
thing recovered, they would be carrying a practic.dly dead 
lo.ad of German insurance. Re.illy it was crimin.il that no 
limit of liability had been fixed ! How on earth could he 
ever have overlooked that when he came on the Board ? 



VICTORINE 


127 

She walked on practising l-ieni'.uh her breath. If only she 
could get to see tliis Mr. Mont! 

She entered, trembling. All went ex.ictly .is foreseen, 
even to the pinching of lier accent, till she stood w.iiiing for 
them to bring an answer from tlie speaking lube, concealing 
her hands in their very old gloves. Had Miss M.uiuelli an 
appointment ? There w.is no m.uuiscript. 

“ No,” said Viclorine, " I h.iven't sent it vet. I w.wited 
to see him first.” The young m.m .it llu counier w.is louking 
at her hard. He went ag.iin to tlie tube, then spoke. 

“ Will you w.iit .1 minute, jile-sso—Mr. .Mont's l.uly >;ecre- 
tary is coming down.” 

Victorine inclined her Jiead towards her sinking he.irt. A 
l.idy secretary! She would never get theie now I And 
there came on her the sudden dre.id of f iKe ]^letI■IlCl•s. Ikit 
the thought of Tony standing ,it his corner, ludloone.l u)i to 
the eyes, .is she had spied out niori’ th.in ome, fortifu d lu r 
desperation. 

A girl's voire said ; “ Miss M.inuelli ? Mr. Mont’s s<-cre- 
tary, perh.ips you could give me a niess.ig.-,” 

A fresh fared young woin.in''' eys were tr.ivelling up .irul 
down her. I’inching her .iccent h.od, she s.iid : “ (Jh ! Tin 
afraid I couldn't do that.” 

Tlie tr.ivelling ga/e stopped .it her f.u e. “ If sou’ll lotne 
with me. I’ll see if lie e.m -ee you.” 

Alone in a small waiting-room, \’iciorine sat without 
movement, till she saw a young man’s f.ite poked through 
the doorw.iy, and he.ird the word,s : 

“ Will you come in ” 

She took a deep bre.ith, and \s< nt. f)nce in the presence, 
she looked from Michael to his secret.iry and h.u k .igain, 
subtly d.iring Ids youth, Ids chiv.dry, his spoit'in.ii. l.ip, to 
refuse her a priv.ttc interview. Through Midi u l pte-s-d at 
once the thought: ‘ Money, I su]-’prrsc. But wh it .'n 
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If the thing were true, the fellow must be entirely desperate, 
prepared for anything and everything. And since from 
Soames the desperate side of life—the real holes, the 
impossible positions which demand a gambler’s throw—had 
always been carefully barred by the habits of a prudent 
nature, he found it now impossible to imagine Elderson’s 
state of mind, or his line of conduct if he were guilty. For 
all he could tell, the chap might be carrying poison about 
with him; might be silting on a revolver like a fellow on 
the film. The whole thing was too unpleasant, too worrying 
for words. And without saying any more he went away, 
taking nothing with him but the knowledge that their total 
liability on this German business, with the mark valueless, 
was over two hundred thous.ind pounds. He hastily reviewed 
the fortunes of his co-directors. Old Fontenoy was always 
in low w'ater; the chairman a dark horse; Mont was in 
land, land right down in v.ilue, and mortgaged at that; old 
Coscy Molhergill h.id inuhing but his name and his director’s 
fees; Mevricke must have a large income, but light come, 
light go, like most of those big counsel with irons in many 
fires and the cert.duty of a judgeship. Not a re.dly sub- 
st.mtial m.m .tmong the lot, except himself! He ploughed 
his way along, he.id down. Public companies! Prepos¬ 
terous system ! You had to trust somebody, and there you 
were ! It was app.illing ! 

“ ll.illoon«, sir—be.iuiiful colours, five feet circumference. 
Take one. gentlem.m ! " 

“ Good g.id ! ” said Soames. As if the pricked bubble of 
German biuitiess were not enough 1 
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“ All right! I’ll se« him by acciJent. Near St. P.uil’.s, 
you said ? But there’s no ch.ince here, Mrs. Bieket. 
Besides, he couldn’t make two ends meet on this job, he 
told me.” 

“ When I was ill, sir.” 

“ Of course, that makes a difference.” 

“ Yes, .sir.” 

“ Well, let me write you a note to Mr. Greene. Will you 
iit down a minute ? ” 

lie stole a look .it her while she s.it w.iiting. Re.illy, her 
sallow, large-eyed f.ice, with its de.id bl.u k, bobbi d, fii/yy- 
ended h.iir, was cxtraordin.trily iiUete'-tiii'a--.i little too 
refined and an.rtnic for the piiblie ; but, d.eh it .ill! the 
public couldn’t always h.ive its Reikiit's Mae ey-s, corn 
coloured hair, and poppy cheeks. “ She'!, ttot .1 pe.u It," he 
wrote, “on the m.iitt tree of taste; but .'o sliiking iti her 
way that she re.illy might become a i)]’e, like ll'-.iulsley’s 
or Dana’s.” 

When she had taken the note and gone, he rang for his 
secret.I ry. 

“ No, Miss Petren, she didn’t t.ike anything off me. Hut 
some type, eh t ” 

“ I thought you’d like to see her. She wasn’t an aiithotess, 
was she ? ” 

“ Far from it.” 

“ Well, I hope she got what she w.inted.” 

Mieh.iel grinmd. “ P.irtly, Mijs I'eireii—partly. You 
think I’m an awful fool, don’t you : ” 

“ I'm sure I don’t ; but I think you’re too soft-heaited-” 

Michael r.in his fingers through hi'- h c.r. 

“ Would it surprise you to hear th..t I’ve d-me a stroke of 
business t ” 

“ Yes, Mr. Mont.” 

“ Then I won’t tell you what it is. When you’ve done 



- •,* . ..... ... ^otn that there was no future In 

hll,m,j„.aJi.,„,.j,r^e., And tier. sm,Jde°^^ 

ths silent^ passive Victorine a fierce resentment. She 
\)etter tilings for herself, for him, chiefly for 


bun. 

On the morning when the mark was bumping down, she 
tvns putting on her velveteen jacket and toque (best remain¬ 
ing items of her wnrdrohe). Living taken a resolve. BieJeet 
never tnenrioned his old job, and his wife had subtly divined 
some cause beyond the ordinary for his loss of it. Why not 
see if sIk- could get him taken back ? He had often said : 

“ Mr. Mom’s a gent and a sort o’ socialist; been tlirough the 
war, too; no high-and-mighty about Atm.” If she could 
“ get at ” this phenomenon ! With the flush of hope and 
dating in her sallow cheeks, she took stock of her appearance 
from the wiudov\-glasse3 of the Strand. Her velveteen of 
jndc-green always pleased one who had an eye for colour, 
but her black skirt—well, perhaps the wear and te.nr of it 
wtaildn'i show if she kept beliind the counter. Had she 
brass enough to say that she came about a manuscript ? 
And -.he rehearsed with silent lips, pinching her accent: 

“ Would you :tsk Mr. Mont, please, if I could see him; it’s 
about a mtinuscripi.” Yes! and then would come the 
qticstion : ” What name, please ? ” “ Mrs. Bicket ? ” 

Never ! “ Miss \’ictorinc Collins f ” All authoresses had 
mai.lcn names. \’ictorine—yes ! But Collins I It didn’t 
sound like. And no one would know what her maiden name 
b.id been. Why not choose one ? They often chose. And 

she searched. Something It.ilian, like—like-Hadn’t 

their l.mdl.idy said to them when they came in : “ Is your 
wile Kv.'t.ilian f ” Ah! Manueili! That was certainly 
Italian— the ice-cream man in little Ditch Street had it! 
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to have anything be—behind, and, of course, tliey have, and 
they can’t get the proper ertect unless they curve their cliests 
in and poke their heads forward. It’s the f.ishion-plates and 
mannequins that do it.” 

“I see,” said Mich.iel; “ hank you. Miss i’erren; 
awfully good of you. It’s the liii'.it, isn't it ? ” 

Yes, I don’t hold with it, myself.” 

“ No, quite ! ” 

The secretary lowered her eyeliils and withdrew. 

Michael sal down and drew a f.ice on his blotting p.iper. 
It was not V’ictorine’s. . . 

Armed with the note to Aubrey Greene, \ictorine had 
her usual lunch, a cup of colTee .ind .i Int of heavy cake, and 
took the tube towards Chelsea. She had not siuceeded, but 
the gentleman had been fiieiully and she felt theered. 

At the studio iloor w.is a young man inserting .i key -- very 
elegant in smoke-grev ll.irris tweeds, .1 sliiliiig young man 
with no hat, beautifully brushed-back bright hair, aid .1 soft 
voice. 

“ Model ? ’’ he said. 

“ Yes, sir, please. I have a note for you from Mr. Mont.” 

“ Michael ! Come in.” 

Victorine followed hitn in. It w.ts ‘ not half ’ se.i green in 
there ; a high room with r.ifters .and .1 top light, aie.l lots of 
pictures and drawings on the walls, and as if tin y h id 
slipped off on to the floor. A picture on an e.i'< 1 of two 
Ladies with their clothes sliding down troubhd Vii lorine. 
She became conscious of the gcntlem.ui’s eyes, sea-gteeii like 
the walls, sliding up and down her. 

“ Will you sit for anything f ” he a -ked. 

Victorine answered mech.tnically ; “ Yet, .sir.” 

“ Do you mind taking your h.al oft ? ” 

Victorine took off the toque, and shook out her hair. 
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interesting face ! ’ The secretary drew down the corners 
of her mouth and left the room. 

“ Well, Miss—er—Manuelli ? ” 

“ Not Manuelli, please—Mrs. Bicket; my husband used 
to be here.” 

“ What! ” The chap that had snooped “ Copper Coin ! ” 
Phew ! Bicker’s yarn—his wife—pneumonia ! She looked 
as if she might have had it. 

“ lie often spoke of you, sir. And, please, he hasn’t any 
work. Couldn’t you find room for him again, sir ? ” 

Michael stood silent. Did this terribly interesting-looking 
girl know about the snooping ? 

“ He just sells balloons in the street now; I can’t beat 
to see him. Over by St. Paul’s he stands, and there’s no 
money in it; and we do so want to get out to Australia. I 
know he’s very nervy, and gets wrong with people. But if 
you cou/tl take him b.ick here. . . 

No ! she did not know ! 

“ Very sorry, Mrs. Bicket. I remember your husband well, 
but we haven’t a place for him. Are you all right .again ? ” 

“ Oh ! yes. Except th.it I can’t get work ag.iin either.” 

What a face for wrappers ! Sort of Mona l,is.a-ish! 
Stoi ben’s novel ! Ha! 

“ Well, I’ll have a talk with your husband. I suppose you 
wouldn’t like to sit to an artist for a book-wrapper f It 
might h-ad to work in that line if yoti want it. You’re just 
the lyj'e for a friend of mine. Do you know Aubrey Greene’s 
work f ” 

“ No, sir.” 

“ It’s pretty good—in fart, very good in a decadent way. 
You wouldn’t mind sitting ? ” 

“ I wouldn’t mind .inything to save some money. But 
I’d rather \ou didn’t teU my husband I’d been to see you. 
He might take it amiss.” 
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slid up over his bright hair: “ Or h.ive you any other 
occupation f ” 

“ Not at present, sir. Pin lu. iri J, but r.oiliiii^ 

For some time after tli.it the t nihin.iu w.is It 

was interesting to sec him, t.ihli .1 ln-'h. ni.ihiiii' .1 stroke 
on the paper, taking .mother look, llim.h iP ot looks, hun¬ 
dreds of strokes. At hist he said : “ .All ligln I Now '.\e’ll 
have a rest. Heaven sent you here. Miss Collins. Come 
and get warm.” 

Victorine approached the fire. 

“ Do you know anything .ihoul c.Npre'-. ionism ? ” 

“ No, sir.” 

“Well, it means not tronl-Iin;' aliont tie- otit'-id' except 
in so f.ir as it expresses tie' insiile. Does th it lonvey .uiy- 
thing to you f ” 

“ No, sir.” 

“Quite! I thitik you said you’d sit for the--er— 
altogether r ” 

\ ictorine ree ird'. d ihehneht aiid-l' !•■.■■ e-:’i leiii.in. She 
did not know what h ' meant, but slu I It tii.it he me.int 
Bonu'thiiig out of the oi.iinaiy. 

“ Altogether wh.it, sir ? ” 

“ Nude.” 

“ Oh I ” She cast her e\ es down, th. -ti r i" d tlu :ii to the 

sliding clothes r>f the two ].idi< s. “l.tketliii . 

“ No, I shouldn’t b" to .iting you i ui i--ic ..ily.” 

A slow flush was bur: i'.g out the s ihow i:i her cheeks. 
She said .'lowly : 

“ Docs it me.in more money ? ” 

“ Yes, h.df .is noich .lu d.n-- m< re p. ili. t-s. I don’t w.tnt 
you to if you’d ratlcr not. You c.it. tkii.i; it over and let 
me know next time.” 

She rai.'ed iu't eyes again, and s.iid : “ Tti.mk you, sir.” 

“ Righto ! Only please don’t ‘ sir ’ me.” 
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pouting, go on with that letter to my father about ‘ Duet ’; 

‘ We are sorry to say that in the present state of the trade 
we should not be justified in reprinting the dialogue between 
those tv\o old blighters ; we have already lost money by 
it ! ’ You must translate, of course. Now can we say 
something to cheer the old boy up ? How about this ? 

‘ When the French have recovered their wits, and the birds 
begin to sing—in short, when spring comes—we hope to 
reconsider the matter in the light of—of ’—er—what. Miss 
Perren ? ” 

“ ‘ The experience we shall h.ave gained.’ Shall I leave 
out about the French and the birds ? ” 

“Excellent! ‘Yours faithfully, Danby and Winter.’ 
Don’t you think it was a scand.ilous piece of nepotism 
bringing the book here at all. Miss Perren ? ” 

“ W'hat is ‘ nepotism ’ ? ” 

“Taking advantage of your son. He’s never made a 
sixpence by any of his books.” 

“ He’s a very distinguished writer, Mr. Mont.” 

“And we p.iy for the distinction. Well, he’s a good old 
Bart. That’s all before lunch, and mind you have a good 
one. That girl’s figure wasn’t usual either, was it ? She’s 
thin, but she stands up straight. There's .t qtiestion I .always 
want to ask. Miss Perren ; Why do modern girls walk in a 
curve with their heads poked forward f They can’t all be 
built like that.” 

The secret.try’s cheeks brightened. 

“ There is a reason, Mr. Mont.” 

“ Good I What is it ? ” 

The secretary’s cheeks continued to brighten. “ I don’t 
really know whether 1 can-” 

“ Oh ! sorry. I’ll ask my wife. Only she’s quite straight 
herself.” 

“ Well, Mr. Mont, it’s this, you see : They aren’t supposed 
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“ Please, sir, will you write to me at the post ollice. 1 

don’t want my husband to know that I’m—I'm-’’ 

“ Affiliated to art f Well! Name of po.st ollice ? ” 
Victorinc gave it and resumed her hat. 

“ An hour and a half, five shilling'^, iliank you. And to¬ 
morrow, at half-past two, Miss Collins—not ‘ sir.’ ” 

“ Yes, s—, thank you.” 

Waiting for her 'bus in the cold J.imi.ity .lir, the alto¬ 
gether .appeared to Victorinc improbable. To -it in fioiii of 
a strange gentleman in her skin ! If 'I'oiiy kiwu ! 'I'lm -low 
flush again burned up the s.illow in hei clieek-. Sli ■ i limbed 
into the ’bus. But fifteen shilliiuts! Six d.i\.- .1 week— 
why, it would be four pound ten! In four tm.uths -h'* 
could earn their pass.ige out. Judging by tiie I'iitures in 
there, lots must be doing it. Tony must know uothiug, not 
even that .she w.is .sitting for her f.ice. lie u.i-. ,i’l nerves, 
and that fond of her I ll<‘ would im.igine tilings ; .she ii.ul 
heard him say those artists were jii-t like e.its. Hut th.il 
gentleman h.id been very nice, tho.i;,'h Iw liul mi .is if he 
were l.iugliiiig .it everything, .‘'he wi' lied In li.nl shown her 
the drawing. I’erh.ips she would s.'e ]n i 1 If in .ui l•xhibition 
some d.iy. But without—oh ! And-i.ddr nly sin-thought: 
‘ If I .ite .1 hit more. I'd look nice like th.ii, too ! ’ And .is 
if to escape from tin- d iriiig of ih it thought, ■ In- st iri d ii]) 
into the face opposite. It Imd two iliin-, w.i. i.din .ind 
smooth and pink, with light <-yes suuing li.ick at her. 
People h.id tlioughts, but you couldn’t tell wh.it th-y wire ! 
And the smile which Aubrey Greene desired copt out on 
his model’s face. 
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“Ah!" said the gentleman. “I wonder,'* 

Victorine wondorod wh<at. 

“ Just sit down on the dais, will you ? ” 

Victorine looked about her, uncertain. A smile seemed to 
fly up his forehead and over his slippery bright hair. 

“ I'his is your first shot, then ? ” 

“ Yes, sir.” 

“ All the better.” And he pointed to a small phatform. 

Victorine sat down on it in a bl.ick oak ch;iir. 

“ Y.)u look cold.” 

“ Yes, sir.” 

He w ent to a cupboard and returned with two small glasses 
of a brown 11 aid. 

“ Have a (Jr.ind Marnier ? ” 

She noticed th.it he tossed his olT in one gulp, and did 
the same. It was sweet, strong, very nice, and made her 
gasp. 

“ Take a cigarette.” 

Victorine took otie from a case he h.mded, and put it 
between her lips. He lit it. And .ig.iin a smile slid up away 
over the top of his he.id. 

“ You dr.iw it in,” he said. ” M'here were you born ? ” 

“ In Putney, sir.” 

“ Th.il’s very interesting. Just sit still a minute. It’s not 
as bad as h.iving a tooth out, but it takes longer. The great 
thing is to keep awake.” 

“ Yes, sir.” 

He took a large piece of paper and a bit of dark stuff, and 
began to draw'. 

“ Tell me," he said, ” Miss-” 

“ Collins, sir—X'ictoiine Collins.” Some instinct made her 
give her m.iiden name. It seemed somehow more pro- 
fcssiottal. 

“ Are you at l.irge ? ” He paused, and again the smile 
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come and stood with him at the last drive on the serottd d.iy, 
holding Ting-a-ling on a lead. The Chinese dog h id heen 
extraordinarily cx-eited, elimhing the air e\ery dir.e .1 Mid 
fell, and quite vnulhacd by the noi.se of gain--. Mioh.iol, 
waiting to miss his birds—he t .is .1 ]'cnr shot--- h.ul w.itcluxl 
her eager face emerging from grey fur, her lorm br.ti'ed b.iek 
against Ting-a-ling. Shooting w.is new to lier ; and under the 
stimulus of no\ elty she was alw.i) s at her lHv.t. I le li.id loved 
even her “ Oh, Jlieliaels ! ” when he mi.s.sed. She h.id been 
the success of the g.ilhering, whiili nie.int 'eeing .diuost 
nothing of her exeept .1 sleejw lie.id on .1 ]'ilhiw; but, .it 
least, down there he h.id not sutfereil from lurhiiig une.isines-;. 

Putting a last touch to the bobbed li.iir on the blotting 
paper, he got up. St. I’.nirs, th.it girl h.ul s.iid. 1 h- might 
stroll ujt and have a squint at Buhei. Somethin;; might 
occur to him. Tightening the. belt of hi-, blue overco.it 
round his waist, he .s.illied forth, thin and s]'rightlv, with a 
little ache in his heart. 

Walking cast, on th.tt bright, cheeiful d.iv, noihing stiiick' 
him so much a-, the bu t th.it he w.is .dive, well, .ind in work. 
So very jii.iny were de.id, ill, or out ot .1 j,>b. He eiiien d 
Covent (jarden. Am.i/inir ]d.ue! .A hum iii n.iture whiih, 
decade after decade, could j'ut u|v with Covent (l.irdeii w.i, 
not in danger of extinction Irom ii-- m.un ill,. A comlm ling 
place—one needn’t take .mv thing too sei ioi, dy after w .dking 
through it. (In this ‘qii.ire isl.ind were the \e;;et,ddi , of the 
earth and the fruits of the world, bounded on ihe wi st by 
publishing, on the east by opera, on the north .ind outh by 
rivers of mankind. Among chsch.irgiii!,' larts and litter of 
paper, straw and men out of dr.iwim', Ma h.iel w.dl.ad .uul 
sniffed. Smell of its own, Covent (i.irdeii, e.irthy and jii-.i 
not rotten! He had never seen—even in the W.ir—.any 
place that so uttcrlv lai ked form. Kxt r.aordui irilv Kngli h ! 
Nobody looked as if they had anything to do with the s<al — 
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Victorine smiled. It was tLe first time she had achieved 
this functional disturbance, and it seemed to have a strange 
effect. He said hurriedly : “ By George ! When you smile, 
Miss Collins, I see you impressionistically. If you’ve rested, 
sit up there again.” 

Victorine went back. 

The gentleman took a fresh piece of paper. 

“ Can you think of anything that will keep you smiling f ” 

She shook her head. That was a fact. 

“ Nothing comic at all f I suppose you’re not in love 
with your husband, for instance ? ” 

“ Oh ! yes.” 

Well, try that.” 

Victoriiu- tried that, but she could only see Tony selling 
his ballcjons. 

“ That won’t do,” said the gentleman. “ Don’t think of 
him ! Did you ever see ‘ L'aprh- midi d’un Faune ’ ? ” 

“ No, sir.” 

“ Well, I’ve got an idea. ‘ L'aprh midi d'une Dryade' 
About the mule you re.illy needn’t mind. It’s quite im¬ 
personal. Think of art, and fifteen bob a day. Shades of 
Nijinsky, I see the whole thing 1 ” 

All the time that he w.ts t.dking his eyes were sliding off 
and on to her, and his pencil otf and on to the paper. A 
sort of infection beg.in to ferment within Victorine. Fifteen 
shillings a day 1 Blue butterilies ! 

There w.is profound silence. His eyes and hand slid off 
and on. A f.iint smile had come on \'ictorine’s face—she 
was adding up the money she might earn. 

At l.ist his eyes and hand ceased moving, and he stood 
looking at the paper. 

“ That’s all for to-day. Miss Collins. I’ve got to think it 
out. W'ill you give me your address f ” 

Victorine thought rapidly. 
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vour refusal.” One lor old D.mby and liis ctcrn.il in-the- 
rightness ! “ Copper Coin had done uneoiniiionly well. 
Its successor would j'roh.d'lx do iineoii'.inonly I'eit.-r. The 
hook was a proof of wh.u he—Mich.iel -w.is .il\\.i\ s s.it iny : 
The “ cockvolly-bird period” ams j'-issiny. l’eo]'le w.mled 
life again. Sibley, W.dter N.izing, faiul.i .dl ilu'se who h.id 
nothing to say e.\cei'i tli.it they were siqeiior lo such as 
liad—werealre.idi nie.isured for their eolliiis. Not lJi.it they 
would know wlien tluw were in them ; n.e. blooii.iiig lil.ely ! 
They would continue to v\.i\e llieir noses .iiid look down 
them ! 

‘ Pm fed-up with them,’ thought Michael. ‘ If only 
I'leur would see th.it lool.iiig down \oiir nose is .1 sure sign 
of inferiority!' .Viul, snddetily, it c.itne to him th.ii she 
probablv did. Wilfrid w.is the only one of the whole lot she 
had ever been thick with ; the o'hers were there bec.nise - 
well, bec.uise she W.IS bleiir, .ind h.id the l.itesl things .iboni 
her. When, \ery soon, they wen; tio longer the latest things, 

she would drop them. Ihit Wilfiid she would not drop. 
Xo, he felt sure th.it she h.id not diogped, .ind would not 
drop Willrid. 

lie looked up. Ludgate 1 lill ! Near St. P.iul’s —sell. 
h.illoons ? ” .'\ndthere .^n re enough-- the i^oor hegg.ir w.is ! 

Hicket W.IS dellatittg with .1 \ iew to going off his st.iiid 
for a cup of cocoa. Keinembering that he had i oine on him 
by accident, Mich.iel stood for .1 nioii 'mi jnepning the 
tones of surjsrise. Pit\' the ]iot*r cha]' ((.iddn I blow himself 
into one of those ladoured sh.ipes an.l lIo.it over St. J’.iul’s 
to Peter. Mournful little cuss he looked, siptee/itig out the 
■ lir! Memory t.ij'j’cd sh.irj'ly on his mind, li.dlooti- in 
the square—November the lirst- joyful night! Steii..l! 
Fleur! Perhaps the)' brought bid:. lie tito'.'ed and s.iid 
in .an astounded voice : ” Ecu, Picket ? Is tliis your stunt 
now ? ” 



CHAPTER in 
Michael Walks and Talks 

The face Michael drew began by being Victorine’s, and 
ended by being Fleur’s. If pliysically Fleur stood up 
straight, was she morally as erect ? This was the specula¬ 
tion for which he continually called himself a cad. He saw 
no change in her movements, and loyally refrained from 
enquiring into the movements he could not see. But his 
aroused attention made him more and more aware of a 
certain cynicism, as if she were continually registering the 
belief that all values were equal and none of much value. 

Wilfrid, though still in London, was neither visible nor 
spoken of. “ Out of sight ami hearing, out of mind,” 
seemed to be the motto. It did not work with Michael— 
Wilfrid was constantly in his mind. If Wilfrid were not 
seeing Fletir, how could he bear to stay within such tanta¬ 
lising reach of her ? If Fleur did not want Wilfrid to stay, 
why had she not sent him away ? He was finding it dilficult, 
too, to conceal from others the fact that Desert and he were 
no longer p.ils. Often the impetus to go and have it out 
with him siirg -d up and was beaten back. Either there was 
nothing beyond wh.U he already knew, or there was some¬ 
thing—.md Wilfrid would say there wasn’t. Michael 
accepted th.it without c.ivil; one did not give a woman 
away ! But he wanted to hear no lies from a War comrade. 
Between Fleur and himself no word h.id passed; for words, 
he felt, would add no knowledge, merely imperil a hold 
weak enough already. Christmas at the ancestral manor of 
<hc Monts had been passed in covert-shooting. Fleur had 
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oysters. He brought them fresh-opened, three at a time. 
Michael bearded them; Bicket swallowed them whole. 
Presently above twelve empty shelN, he said : 

“That’s where the Socialists myke tluir mistyke, sir. 
Nothing keeps me going bur the sight of other people 
spendin' money. It’s wJiar we might .ill come to with a bit 
of luck. Reduce the world to a levi l ot a potind a dy--and 
it won’t even run to that, they sy! It's not good enough, sir. 
I’d rather ’ave less with the ’ope of more. T.d<e awy the 
gamble, and life’s a frost. Here’s luck ! ’’ 

“Almost thou persu.idest me to in- .1 capit.ili--t, Bicket.” 
A glow' had come up in the thin and l.irge-eyed f.ice behind 
the greenish Chablis glass. 

“ I wish to G.iwd I had my wife here, sir. I told )'<ni about 
her and the pneumonia. She’s all right .igvne now, otdy 
thin. She’s the pri/.e I drew. I don’t w mt a woild where 
you can’t draw prizes. If it were .ill bloomin’ coo lieiitious 
an’accordin’ to merit, I'd never have got her. Si e { ” 

‘ Me, too,’ thought Mich.iel, mentally di.iwiiig th.it face 
again. 

“ We’ve all got our dretims; mi’n ’s i'lue butterflies— 
Central Austrylia. The Soci.iliats won’t ’e'p me to get there. 
Their idetis of ’e.tveti don’t run beyond Kuro|'e.'’ 

“ Gripes 1 ” said Michael. “ Melted Iniitei, Biiki t ? ” 

“ Thank you, sir.” 

Silence was not broken for some time, but the .sob s were. 

“ What mtide you think of b.illoons, Bii ket r ” 

“You don’t ’ave to .idvertise, th-y do it bir you.” 

“ Saw too much of adverti-ing ttith us, eh r ” 

“Well, sir, 1 did use to re.id the wr.ijipers. A->toni'->hed 
me, I will sy—the number of gryte book>.” 

Michael rati his h.uuls through hi-, h ir. 

“ Wrappers ! The s.iin-- young v.oia.m I ' itig l.-i ■- .1 by the 
same young man with the same cle.in-eut j iw. But vvh it 
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drivers, hangers-on, packers, and the salesmen inside the 
covered markets, seemed equally devoid of acqc.iimance- 
sliij' uiih Min, wind, water, earth or air---town Ijpes all ! 
And (Jolly !—how their faces jutted, sloped, sagged and 
swelled, in every kind of featural disharmony. What was 
the Englisli type amongst all this infinite variety of dispro- 
])ortion ? 'J’here just wasn’t one ! lie came on the fruits, 
glowing piles, still and bright—foreigners from the land of 
tlie sun—globes all tlie same size and colour. They made 
Micliael’s moutli w.itcr. ‘ Something in the sun,’ he 
thought ; ‘ tliere really is.’ Look at Italy, at the Arabs, 
at Australia- —the .Australians came from England, and see 
tlie type now ! Nevertheless- a Cockuev for good temper ! 
The more regular a person’s form and features, the more 
selfish they were ! Those gr.ipe-fruit looked horribly self- 
satisfied, compared willi the potatoes ! 

lie ejnerg'ed si ill thinlting about the English. Well! 
They vsere now one of the pl.iinesl and most distorted races 
of the world ; and yet was tliere any race to ami]'.ire with 
tliem for good temper and for “guts” ? And they needed 
those in their smoky towns, and their climate—-remarkable 
instance of .id.iptation to environment, the modern English 
char.icter ! ‘I could j'ick out an E.ngli-'hman anywhere,’ 
he thought, ‘ .ind yet, physically, there’s no gener.d type 
now ! ’ Astounding people ! So ugly in the mass, yet 
growitig such flowers of beauty, and such strange sprigs—- 
like that liiile Mrs. liickei ; so unim.igin.itive in bulk, yet 
with such a blooming lor of poers I How would old Danby 
like it, by the w.iy, when Wilfrid took his next volume 
to some other firm ; nr rather wh.it should he—-Wilfrid’s 
p.irticular friend!—say to old Danby? Aha! He knew 
what he should say : 

“ Yes, sir, but you should have let that poor blighter off 
who snooped the ‘ Copper Coins.’ Desert liasn't forgotten 
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Bicket backed the hill wlih his address and said, 
hesitating: “ I suppose, sir, Mrs. Mont wouldn’t ’.ive 
anytliing to s]>aro. My wife’s .il'out my height.” 

“ I expect she would. We'll si'iid tliein .dong.” He saw 
the ‘little snipe’s ’ lips quiver''ig, .iiid re.iched for his over¬ 
coat. “ If anything blows in. I'll remember yini. Good¬ 
bye, Bicket, and good luck.” 

Ciiiing cast, bec.tuse llieki't w.is going west, h'' repeated 
to himself the maxim: “Pity is tripi- pity is iiipe!” 
Then getting on a 'bus, hi’ w.is borne b.u k p.ist Si. I’.iul s. 
C.iuiiously “ I. iking .1 lunar ”—.is old I’or; vie put it — he 
saw Bicket inll.iting a b.illoon ; little was visible of his f.ice 
or figure behind th.it rosy lircumference. Ne.miig Bl.ike 
Street, he developi d .111 inviiuible rejuigii.ince to work, and 
was carried cm to Tr.if.ilg.ir Squ.ire. Bieket h.ul slirred him 
up. The woi Id was somelimes .ilmo-t unbe.ir.ibly jolly. 
Bicket, Wilfiid, .ind lln- Ruhr! “ F. eling is losh ! Pity 
is tripe ! ” I If deseendi d from his ’bus, and ]i.e sed the lions 
towards P.ill M.dl. Should lie go into Snoolis’ .iml .isk for 
Bart f No u-e -he would not find I'leiir iln-re. Th.it was 
wh.il he re.illv w.iiilid to ■ e<' l leur in iln- daylime. But 
—where f She was everywheie to be found, and that was 
nowhere. 

She was restless. Was th.il his f.iult ? If he had been 
W'ilfrid--would .'he be restle-i r ‘ Yes,’ he thought stoutly, 
‘Wilfiid’s reuless, too.’ 'I'liey were all resile'S-all the 
people he knew. At le.isl all the young ones- -in life and in 
letters. Look at tin ir novel, ! ll.irdly one in twenty had 
any’ repose, any’ of ih.it qu.dity whiih m ide one turn b.ick 
to a book .IS a corner of refuge. They' dashed and sputtered 
and skidded ai d ru'h'd by like motor ryi les- violent, oh ! 
and clever. How tired he w.i' of cleverness ! Sometimes he 
would take a manuscript home to Meur for her opinion. He 
remembered her saying once: ‘‘ Ihis is ex.'tctly like lif , 
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The large eyes of Bicket regarded him over a puce-coloured 
sixpennyvvorth. 

“ Mr. Mont! Often thought I’d like to see you again 
sir.” 

“ Same h^-rc, Ricket. If you’re not doing anything, come 
and have hornc lunch.” 

Bicket completed the globe’s collapse, and, closing his 
tray-lid, s.iid : “ Keelly, sir ? ” 

'Rather ! I was just going into a fish place.” 

Bicket detaclu d his tr.ay. 

“ I’ll leave this with the crossing-sweeper.” He did so, 
and followed at Mich.iel’s side. 

“ Any money in it, Bicket ? ” 

“ Bare livin’, sir.” 

“ How .about this place ? We’ll have oysters.” 

A little s.iliva at the corner of Bicket’s mouth was 
removed by a pale tongue. 

At a small table decor.ited with white oilcloth and a cruet 
stand. Mil bai l sat down. 

“ Two dozen oysters, and .all that; then two good soles, 
and a bottle of Chablis. 1 lurry up, please.” 

When the white-aproned fellow h.id gone about it, Bicket 
said simply : 

“My Cawd!” 

“ Yes, it's a funny world, Bicket.” 

“ It is. atid ih.it’s a f.ict. This lunch’ll cost you a pound, 

I shouldn’t wonder. If I take twenty-five bob a week, it’s 
all I do.” 

“ You touch it there, Bicket. I eat my conscience every 
day.” 

Bicket shook his head. 

“ No, sir, if j ou've got money, spend it. I would. Be 
’appy if you can—there yn’t too many that are.” 

The white-aproned fellow began blessing them with 
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such an intriguing little book. I do think Mr. Desert is 
clever ! What is be doing now I " 

Mich.nel said; “ I don’t know,” and dropfnal on to a 
settee beside Mrs. Val. Ignorant of the Forsyte f.nnily fend, 
he was unable to appreciate the relief he had brought in 
with him. Soames said something about ilic French, got 
up, and went to the window ; Wii'.ifred joined him—their 
voices sounded confidential. 

“ How is Fleur ? ” said Michael’s neighbour. 

“ Thanks, awfully well.” 

“ Do you like your house ? ” 

“ Oh, fearfully. Won’t you come and see it ? 

“ I don’t know whether Fleur would-J ” 

“ Why not ? ” 

“Oh! Well!” 

“ She’s frightfully accessible.” 

She seemed to be l(M)king at him with more interest than 
he deserved, to be trying to m.ike something out from his 
f.tce, and he added : 

“ You’re a relation—by blood as well as marriage, aren’t 

you ? ” 

“ Yes.” 

“ Then what’s the skeleton r ” 

“Oh! nothing. I’ll certainly come. Only—she has so 
many friends.” 

Michael thought : * I like this woman ! ’ “As a ni.it ter 
of fact,” he said, “I came lure this afternoon thinking 
I might find Fleur. I should like her to know you. With 
all the jazz there is about, she'd appreciate somebody 
restful.” 

“ Thank you.” 

“ You’ve never lived in Londi n ? ” 

“ Not since I w.as six.” 

“ I wish she could get a rest—pity there isn’t a d desert 
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can you do, Bickct ? They m'/l have it. I tried to make a 
break only this morning—I shall see what comes of it.” 
‘And I hope you won’t!’ he thought: ‘Fancy coming 
on Fleur outside a novel ! ’ 

“ i did notice a tendency just before I left,” said Bicket, 
“ to ’avc cliffs or landskips and two sort of dolls sittin’ on 
the sand f)r in the grass lookin’ as if they didn’t know what 
to do with each other.” 

“ Yes,” murmured Michael, “ we tried that. It was 
supposed not to be vulgar. But we soon exhausted the 
public's capacity. What’ll you have now—cheese ? ” 

“ Thank you, sir ; I’ve had too much already, but I 
won’t say ‘ No.’ ” 

“Two Stiltons,” said Michael. 

“ How’s Mr. Desert, sir ? ” 

Miih.iel reddi,ned. 

“Oh! He’s all litdit.” 

Bicket had reddened also. 

“ 1 wish—I wish you’d let him know that it was quite a 
—an rcfident my pitchin’ on his book. I’ve always re¬ 
gretted it.” 

“ It’s usually an accident, I think,” said Michael ''ei^-ly, 
“ when we stioop other people’s goods. We never want to.” 

Bicket looked up. 

“ No, sir, I don’t agree. ’Alf mankind’s predytory—only, 
I’m not that sort, mcsclf.” 

In Michael loyalty tri-'d to stammer “ Nor is he.” He 
handed his cigarette case to Bicket. 

“ Thatik you, sir. I’m sure.” 

His eyes were swimniint;. and Michael thought: ‘Dash 
it ! This is sentimental, kiss me good-bye and go ! ’ He 
’occkoned tip the while-aproned fellow. 

“ Give us your address, Bicket. If integuments are any 
gtHid to you, I might have some spare slops.” 
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W ell, do coiuc and scr ii:s. (jo* id-!''\'o ! I tl'Ui I lliink I 11 

disturb them in the window. Would yi>u mind sas'ini; 
I h,td to scoot ? '' Stjure/ini: a sliiii, ylovi-d hand- ''ecriviinj; 
and returniiii; a siniltny look, he slid out, ihuiking : ‘ Dash 
the soul, where's her bod)’ ^ * 
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Michael, it just rushes—it doesn’t dwell on anything long 
enough to mean anything anywhere. Of course the author 
didn’t mean it for satire, but if you publish it, I advise you 
to put: ‘ This awful satire on modern life ’ outside the 
cover.” And they had. At least, they had put: “ This 
wonderful satire tiu modern life.” Fleur was like that! 
She could see the hurry, but, like the author of the wonder¬ 
ful satire, she didn’t know that she herself veered and 
hurried, or—did she know ? Was she conscious of licking at 
life, like a flame at air ? 

He had reached Piccadilly, and suddenly he remembered 
that he had not called on her aunt for ages. That was a 
possible draw. He bent his steps towards Green Street. 

“ Mrs. Dartie at home ? ” 

“ Yes, sir.” 

Mich.ael moved his nostrils. Fleur used—but he could 
catch no scent, except incense. Winifred burnt joss-sticks 
when she remembered what a distinguished atmosphere they 
produced. 

“ What name ? ” 

“ Mr. Mont. My wife’s not here, I suppose ? ” 

“ No, sir. Only Mrs. \'’.il Dartie.” 

Mrs. Val D.irtie ! Yes, he remembered, nice woman—but 
not a substitute for Fleur! Committed, however, he 
followed the m.iid. 

In the dr.iwing-room Michael found three people, one of 
them his f.ither-itt-law, who had a grey and brooding aspect, 
and, from an F,m]Mre ch.iir, w'as staring at blue Australian 
butterflies’ wings under glass on a round scarlet table. Wini¬ 
fred had ja//.ed the Empire foundations of her room with 
a superstructure more suitable to the age. She greeted 
Michael with f.tshionable warmth. It was good of him to 
come when he was so busy with all these young poets. “ I 
thought ‘ Copper Coin,’ ” she said—“ what a nice title !— 
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throngh her fault, was he passimi.ite! And yet—^it was 
both nice and proper to iiisjure p isi-ion ; and, of course, she 
had the lurking sense that she w.iS niU “in the mode” to 
cavil at a lover, especially since life i>wed her one. 

Released, she smoothed her.-elf and > liJ ; “ T.ilk of some¬ 
thing sensible ; what h.ive you been writing f ” 

This.” 

Fleur read. Flushing and biting In r lips, she s.tid : 

“ It’s frightfully bitter.” 

“ It’s frightfully true. Does he ever a.'-k you now whether 
you see me ? ” 

“ Never.” 

“ Wliy ? ” 

“ I don’t know.” 

“ Wli.'it would you answer if he did f ” 

Fleur shrtigged her shoulders. 

Desert s.iid quietly : “ ^'es, that's your .iltitiide. It can’t 
last, I'liMir.” He w.is standii g by the wiiulou. She put the 
sheets down on Ids ilesk .uul moved towards him. I’oor 
Wilfrid! Now that lie wa-. quiet ‘he was loiry. 

He s.iid si.dd< Illy : “Stop! Don’t move I He's dowti 
there in the stri i t.” 

Recoiling, she g.isped : “.Mith.iel! Oh! But h(>w—how 
could he li.ive known ? ” 

Desert said griinlv ; “ Do you 01 .ly know him as little as 
that ? Do you suppose he’d be there if he knew you were 
here ? ” 

Fleur wir.cfd. 

Why is he there, then ? ” 

“ He pro’o.iMy w.int.i to see nm. Me lool.-c ns if lie couldn’t 
make up his mind. Don’t get the ‘wit.d i.j', h" won’t la- let 

in.” 

Fleur sat down ; she felt weak in the h gs. Th'- ii 't ‘ eeined 
•udderdyof an appalling thinness—the water app.ilht.glyi old. 
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handy.” He had stuttered ; the word was not pronounced 
the same—still! He glanced, disconcerted, at the butter¬ 
flies. “ I’ve just been talking to a little Cockney whose 
S.O.S. is ‘ Central Austrylia.’ But what do you say—Have 
we got souls to save ? ” 

“ I used to think so, but now I’m not so sure—sometliing’s 
struck me lately.” 

“ Wh.it was that ? ” 

“ Well, I notice that any one at all out of proportion, or 
whose nose is on one side, or whose eyes jut out, or even 
have a speci.d .shining look, always believes in the soul; 
people who are in proportion, and have no prominent 
physical features, don’t seem to be really interested.” 

Michael’s e.irs moved. 

“ By Jove ! ” he said ; “ some thought! Fleur’s beauti¬ 
fully proportioned— she doesn’t seem to worry. I’m not— 
and I certainly do. The peojtle in Covent Garden must h.ive 
lots of soul. You think ‘ the .soul’s ’ the result of loose- 
ge.iring in the org.inism—sort of special consciou.-,ne.ss from 
not working in one piece." 

“ Yes, rather like that—what’s called psychic power is. 
I’m almost sure.” 

“ I say, is your life safe ? According to your theory, 
though, we’re in a mighty soulful era. I must think over 
my f.imily. How about yours f ” 

“ The Forsytes! Oh, they’re quite too well-propor¬ 
tioned.’’ 

“ I agree, they haven’t any special juts so far as I’ve 
seen. The French, too, arc awfully close-knit. It really is 
an idea, only, of course, most people see it the other way. 
They’d say the soul produces the di-proportion, makes the 
eyes shine, bends the nose, and all that; whore the soul is 
sm.ill, it’s not trying to get out of the body, whence the 
barber’s block. I’ll think about it. Thanks for the tip. 
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across into the doorway opposite. They would be closing 
in a minute—^just on four o’clock ! She put do\\ n a shilling 
and slipped in, She must see—in c.’se ! She stood revolt iiig 
—one-man show, the m.in—Claud lhains ! Site jnit down 
another shilling for a catalogue, and ri ad .is she went out. 
“ No. 7. Woman getting the wind up." It told Iter every¬ 
thing ; and with :i lighter heait shi' skiinnied along, .ind 
took a taxi. Get home before Miill lel ! She felt relieved, 
almost exhilarated. So much for skating on thin ice ! It 
wasn’t good enough. Wilfrid must go. I’oor Wilfrid ! 
Well, he shouldn’t h.ive sneerid —wh.it did he know of her ? 
Nobody knew anything of her ! She was .done in the woild. 
She slipped her 1 ,itch-key into the h.dl door. No .Mich.iel. 
She s.it down in the dr.iwing-rooin before the lire, .nul took 
up Walter Nazing’s l.ist. She re.ad a p.ige three times. It 
me.int no more with every re.uling—it iiie.uit less ; he vs.is 
the kind of .iiithor who must be re.id .it a g.illop, .ind given 
away lest a first impression of wind in the h.iir be lost in a 
sens.iliou of wind lower down ; but Wilfi ill’s eyes c.inie 
between her ;ttid the woids. I’ity ! Nobody piiiid her; 
why, then, should she pity them ? Ih-sidejdty w.is “ po|i,” 
as Ain.ibel would s.ij'. 'J'he situ.itioii dein.imh d c.ist-iron 
sense, lint Wilfrid's eyes! Well— lie woiddn’l be suing 
them ag.iin ! Be.iutiful eyes when they .stnib d or when - so 
much more often—they lookul at her with longing, .is now 
between her and the sentence ; “ Solemnly and with .1 
delicious egoism he more th.in .iwfnlly d' io d Her who snug 
and rosy in the pitik shell of her involuiid .md so peiul.uit 

social periphrasis-” Poor Wilfrid! Pity w.is “pop,” 

but thiTew.i.s pride! Did she choose th.it he should go .iw.ij' 
thinking th.U she h.ul “ pl.iyed him up ” jii-t out of v.oiily, 
as Walter N;i/.ing s.iid Americ.in women did ? Did she I 
Would it not be more in the mode, re.dly dr.iin.iiic—if 
one “ went over the deep end,” as they said, just once ! 



CHAPTER IV 
Flkl'r’s Eody 

Fleur’3 body, indeed, wns at the moment in one of those 
difficult p>sitions which cotuimi.illy thre.ilcn the spirit of 
compromise. It was in fact in Wilfrid's aims; suliiciently, 
at least, to make her say ; 

“ No, Wilfiid—you promised to be pmod.” 

It w.as a really remarkable tribute to lier powers of skating 
on thin ice that the word “ good ” should still liavc signifi¬ 
cance. For eleven weeks exactly this young man had 
danced on the edge of fulfilment, and was even now divided 
from her by two clenched hands pressed firmly against his 
chest, .and the word “good’’; and this after not having 
seen her for a fortnight. 

When she s.iid it, he let her go, with ;i sort of violence, and 
sat down on a piece of junk. Only the sense of damna’ole 
iteration prevented him from saying; “ It can’t go on, 
Fleur.” She knew that! And yet it did ! This was what 
perpetually am.ized him. How a poor brute could hang on 
week after week saying to her and to himself: “ Now or 
never ! ” when it wasn’t either ? Subconsciousness, that, 
until the word “ now ” had been re.iclud, Fleur wmild not 
know her own mind, alone had kept him dancing. His own 
feelings were so intense th.it he almost hated her for inde¬ 
cision. And he was unjust. It was not ex.ictly indecision. 
Fleur wanted the .iddi d riehness and excitement which 
Wilfrid’s affect'on gave to life, hut without danger and 
without loss. How natur.d ! His frightful passionateness 
was making all the trouble. Neither by her wish, nor 
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perfectly possible as all that ! ‘ If oi.ly I were all French ! ’ 
thought Fleur. . . . 

The clicking door startled her—the re.ison that she was 
not all French was coining in. He lookid very grey, as if 
he had been thinking too much. He kissed her, .uid s.it 
down moodily before the fire. 

“ILive you come for the night, D.ul f ” 

“ If I may,” murmured So.imes. “ Business.” 

“ Anything unpleasant, ducky ? ” 

Soames looked up .is if staitled. 

“ Unpleas.int ? Why should it be unple.is.iut f ” 

“ I only tlunight from your l.ice.” 

Soames grunted. “ 'I'Lis Ruhr ! ” he s.dd. ” I’ve lirought 
you a picture. Chinese ! ” 

“Oh, D.id! How jolly!” 

“ It isn’t,” Said So.imes ; “ it’s a monkey e.iting iriiit.” 

“ But that’s perfect ! Where is it—-in the h .11 ? ” 

Soames nodded. 

Stripping the coverings off the picture, rieiir btie, ;dit it 
in, and setting it up on tlie j.uh- green settee, stood aw.iy 
and looked .it it. 'I'he large while nioiikey with it--blown 
haunting eyes, as if she h.id .'-uddenly wiisted its inl<ie,i 
from the or.itige-like fruit in its cii-p d paw, tlie grey b.ii k- 
ground, the empty rinds .ill round -blight spl.e,)iej in a 
general ghostliuess of colour, imprc'Sed ht i .it once. 

“ But, D.id, it’s a masterpiece—J’ni sure it's of a fright¬ 
fully good period.” 

“ I don’t know,” said Soames. “ 1 must hiok up the 
Chinese.” 

“ But you oughtn’t to give it to me, it must be worth 
any amount. You ought to h.ivc it in your collection.” < 

“ They didn’t know its value,” s.ud bo.imes, .uni .i f.iint 
smile illumined his features. “ 1 gave three hundied for it. 
It’ll be safer here.” 


L 
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“ Has he seen you ? ” she said. 

“ No.” 

The tliought flashed through him : ‘ If I were a black¬ 
guard, 1 could force her hand, by moving one step and 
crooking my finger.’ Pity one wasn’t a blackguard—at 
all events, not to that point—things would be so much 
simpler ! 

“ Where is he now I ” asked Fleur. 

“ Going away.” 

In profound relief, she sighed out; 

“ But it’s queer, isn’t it, Wilfrid f ” 

“ You don’t suppose he’s easy in his mind, do you ? ” 

Fleur bit her lips. He was jeering, because she didn’t or 
couldn’t really love cither of them. It was unjust. She 
eoulJ h.ave loved—she loved ! Wilfrid and Michael— 

they might go to the deuce ! 

“ I wish 1 had never come here,” she said suddenly : “ and 
I’ll never come again ! ” 

He went to the d<'or, and held it open. 

“ You are right.” 

Fleur stood quite still, her chin on the collar of her fur, 
her clear-glancing eyes fixed on his face, her lips set and 
mutinous. 

“ You think I’m a heartless beast,” she said slowly. “ So 
1 am—now. Good-bye ! ” 

He neither took her hand nor spoke, he only bowed. His 
eyes were very tragic. Trembling with mortifictition, Fleur 
went out. She heard the door closed, while she was going 
down the stairs. At the bottom she stood uncertain. 
Suppose Michael h.id come back ! Almost opposite was that 
gallery where she had first met him and—Jon. Slip across 
in there ! If ho were still hovering round the entrance of the 
little street, she could fell him with a good conscience where 
she had been. She peeped. Not in sight! Swiftly she slid 
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by an inexplicable piece of silk smelling of the past, Ting-a- 
ling raised his head higher and higher to correspond with 
the action of his nostrils, and his little tongue appeared, 
tentatively savouring the emanation of his country. 

“ It’s a nice monkey, isn’t it, darling ? ” 

“ No,” said Ting-a-ling, rather eleaily. “ I’nt me down ! ” 

Restored to the floor, he a patch u-Iktc the copper 

came through between two rugs, ;ind licked it quietly. 

“ Mr. Aubrey Greene, ma’am ! ” 

“ H’m ! ” said Sotmies. 

The painter came gliding and glowing in ; his bright h.iir 
slipping btick, his green eyes sliding oil. 

“ Ah ! ” he stiid, pointing to the tloor. “ That’s wh.it I’ve 
come about.” 

Fleur followed his finger in .im.i/.emeiit. 

“ Ting ! ” she said severely, “ stop it ! He will lick the 
copper, Aubrey.” 

“ But how perfectly Chinese ! 'I’hey do everything we 
don’t.” 

“Dad—Aubrey Greene. My father’s just brought me 
this picture, Aubrey—isn’t it :i gem f ’ 

The painter stood quite still, his eyes ceased sliding olT, hiS 
hair ceased slipping back. 

“ Phew 1 ” he said. 

Soames rose. He h.id wailed for the flippant ; but he 
recognised in the tone something reven ntial, if not 
aghast. 

“ By George,” said Aubrey Greene, “ .hose eyes ! Where 
did you pick it up, sir ? ” 

“ It belonged to a cousin of mine—a raring man. It was 
his only picture.” 

“ Good for him ! He must have h id t.t'te. 

Soames stared. The idea that George should h ive h..d 
taste almost appalled him. 



152 


THE WHITE MONKEY 


Would that not be something they could both look back on 
■^he in that East he was always talking of, she in this West ? 
The proposition had a momentary popularity in that 
organism called Fleur too finely proportioned for a soul 
according to the theory which Michael was thinking over. 

Like all popularities, it did not last. First: Would she 
like it i She did not think she would; one man, without 
love, was quite enough. Then there was the danger of 
passing into Wilfrid’s power. He was a gentleman, but he 
was passionate; the cup once sipped, would he consent to 
put it down f But more than all was a physical doubt of the 
last two or three weeks which awaited verification, and which 
made her feel solemn. She stood up and passed her hands all 
over her, with a definite recoil from the thought of Wilfrid’s 
hands doing the same. No ! To have his friendship, his 
admiration, but not at that price. She viewed him, sud¬ 
denly, as a bomb set on her copper floor ; and in fancy ran 
and seized and flung him out into the Square—poor Wilfrid 1 
Pity was “ pop ” ! But one might be sorry for oneself, losing 
him ; losing too that ideal of modern womanhood expounded 
to her one evening by Marjorie Ferrar, pet of the “ pan¬ 
joys,” whose red-gold hair excited so much admiration : 

“ My ambition—old thing—is to be the perfect wife of one 
man, the perfect mistress of another, and the perfect mother 
of a third, all at once. It’s perfectly possible—they do it in 
France.” 

But was it really so perfectly possible—even if pity was 
posh f How be perfect to Michael, when the slightest slip 
might reveal to him that she was being perfect to Wilfrid; 
how be perfect to Wilfrid, when every time she was perfect 
to Michael would be a dagger in Wilfrid's heart ? .'Vnd if— 
if her physical doubt should mature into certainty, how be 
perfect mother to the certainty, when she was either tor- 
tuiing two men, or lying to them like a trooperess ? Not so 
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whole of the rest of the cherries—about two po\inds— 
maggots, stones and all, just to show them. That vs;ui the 
sort of men they were then.” 

“ Oh ! Father ! ” 

“ Gee ! He must have been gone on them.” 

“No,” said Soaines, “not particul.uly. His name w.as 
Powley ; he wore sitle h hi.skers.” 

“ Talking of God and diligences ; I saw a hansom yester- 
day.” 

‘More to the point if you’d si'<n God,’ tliooglii So ime«, 
but he did not say so; indeed, the thoinhi sini'ii ^d him, 
it was not the sort of thing he had ever S' en luir. .< if. 

“You mayn’t know it, sir, but there’s nioic Iv, li-f now 
than there was before the war—iht y've tlisLovered l ii.tl we re 
not all body.” 

“ Oh ! ” said Fleur. “ Th;tt remimls me, Aubrey. Do you 
know any mediums ? Could I get one to come here ? On 
our floor, with Michael outside the door, one noiild know 
there couldn’t be any hanky. Do the d.uk stance pe.tple 
ever go out f—they’re much more thiillui;;. they .-.ay.” 

“ Spiritu.iiism ! ’’ said So.um-s. " I i'n ph ! ” 1 le could 

not in h;df .an hour have e.xpres..ed hii'.i.ull more ch-.iily. 

Aubrey Greene's eyes .slid olf to Ting-.i-liiig. “ I’ll see 
what I can do, if you’ll lend me your I'elo- lor .m hour or so 
to-morrow afternoon. I’d bring hitii back on a lead, and 
give him every luxury.” 

“ What do you want him for i ” 

“ Michael sent me a most lopping little model to-day. 
But. vou see, she can’t smile.” 

“ Michael ? ” 

“Yes. Something quite new; and I’ve got a 'rherne. 
Her smile’s like sunlight going oil an Itah.iu v y ; but 
when you tell her to, she can’t. I ihuaght >ojt Peke could 
make her, perhaps.” 
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“ Of course it’ll be safe. Only why safer f ” 

Soames turned towards the picture. 

“ I can’t tell. Anything may come of this.” 

“ Of what, dear ? ” 

"Is ‘Old Mont ’ coming in to-night / ” 

"No, he’s at Lippinghall still.” 

" Well, it doesn’t matter — he’s no good.” 

Fleur took his hand and gave it a squeeze. 

“ Tell me ! ” 

Soames’ tickled heart quivered. Fancy her wanting to 
know what was troubling him ! But his sense of the becom¬ 
ing, and his fear of giving away liis own alarm, forbade 
response. 

“ Nothing you’d understand,” he said. “ Where are you 
going to hang it f ” 

“ There, I think ; but we must wait for Michael.” 

Soames grumbh d out; 

“ I saw him just now at your aunt’s. Is that the w'ay he 
attends to business ! ” 

‘ Perhaps,’ thought Fleur, ‘ he was only on his way 
back to the oHicc. Cork Street is more or less between ! If 
he passed the end of it, he would think of Wilfrid, he might 
have been wanting to sec him about books.’ 

“ Oh, here’s Ting ! Well, darling ! ” 

The Chinese dog, let in, as it were, by Providence, seeing 
Soames, sat down suddenly with snub upturned and eyes 
brilliant. “ The expression of your face,” he seemed to say, 
“ pleases me. We belong to the p.ist and could sing hymns 
together, old man.” 

“ Funny little chap,” said Soames ; “ he always knows 
me, 

Fleur lifted him. “ Come and see the new monkey, ducky.” 

“ Don’t let him lick it.” 

Held rather firmly by liis jade-green collar and confronted 



aiAPTI'.R V 
Fi.i ur’s Soul 

“ Mrs. Val Dartif, m.i’.im.” 

A name which could noi he distortcil oven hv Co.ikoi 
affected her like a linj^er applied siuldciK lo ilie lic.ui of the 
sciatic nerve. Holly ! Not seen since ili” d i\ wln tt vh,- 
not marry Jon. Holly! A ilood of reiuitnl'i.iiue U’.ms- 
don, the Downs, the gravel j'it. tlm a]iph- on haul, the river, 
the copse at Robin Hill! No! It wa^ not a ple.isatit 
sensation—to see Holly, and she s.dd : “ How awfully nice 
of you to come ! ” 

“ I met your husband this afternoon .at Green Street; he 
asked me. What .i lovi'ly room ! ” 

“ Ting ! Come and be intioduced ! This is 'I’ing-adinij; 
isn’t he perfect ? He’s a little uj’sef bee uise of the new 
monkey. How’s Val, .ind de.ir Wan don ? It was loo 
wonderfully peaceful.” 

“ It’s a nice backwater. I don't g' t tired of it.’’ 

“ And-” s.iid I'leiir, with a little h irii iautrh, ‘‘ Jon ? ” 

“He’s growing peaclus in North C.irolina. Biiiish 
Columbia didn’t do.” 

“ Oh ! Is he m.arried ? ” 

“ No.” 

“ I suppose he’ll marry an Am'-rican.” 

“ He isn’t twenty-two, you kiitiw.” 

“ Good Lord ! ” s;tid Fhair : “ Am I only twenty one ? 
I feel forty-eight.” 

“ That’s living in the middle of things and seeing so in.itiy 
people-” 
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** No,” he said, with a dash of inspiration ; " What he 
Uked about it was that it makes you feel uncomfortable.” 

“Same (h’ingj I don’t know where I’ve seen a more 
pungent satire on human life.” 

“ 1 don’t follow,” said Soames dryly. 

“ Why, it’s a perfect allegory, sir 1 Eat the fruits of life, 
scatter the rinds, nd get copped doing it. When they’re 
still, a monkey’s eyes are the human tragedy incarnate. 
Look at them ! He thinks there’s something beyond, and 
he’s sad or angry because he can’t get at it. That picture 
ought to be in the British Museum, sir, with the label: 

‘ Civilisation, caught out.’ ” 

“ W’ell, it won’t 1)0,” said Fleur. “ It’D be here, labelled 
‘Tee White Monkey.’ ” 

“ S.iinc thing.” 

“ Cynicism,” said Soames abruptly, “ gets you nowhere. 

If you’d said ‘ Mnrlernity catight out ’-” 

“I do, sir; but why be n.irrow ? You don’t seriously 
S'ippose thi.s age is worse than any other ? ” 

“ Don’t [ ? ” said Soames. “In my belief the world 
reached its highest point in the ’eighties, and will never 
reach it again.” 

The p aimer stared. 

“That’s (rightfully interesting. I wasn’t born, and I 
suppose you were about my age then, sir. You believed in 
God .ind drove in diligences.” 

Diligences.' The word awakened in Soames a memory 
which somehow seemed appropriate. 

“ Yes.” he said, “ and 1 can tell you a story of those days 
that you can’t match in these. When I was a youngster in 
Switxerland with my people, two of my sisters had some 
black cherries. When they’d eaten about half a dozen they 
discovered that they .til had little m.iggots in them. An 
English climber there saw how upset they were, and ate the 
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[ shsll hsvc dotic in this room; only po(>pli,* hnve so got 
on to Chinese things. This was .ack—somebody died— 
George Forsyte, you know, the r.ncing one.” 

“ Oh! ” said Holly softly. She saw .-.gain her old 
kinsman’s japing eyes in the church when Fleur w.is being 
married, heard bis thro.ity nhispcr, “ \\ j)] she .st.iy iJie 
course ? ” And was she staying it, this pretty filly f 
“Wish she could get a rest. If only there were .i desert 
handy ! ” Well, one couldn’t ask a quest ion so personal, 
and Holly took refuge in a gener.il remark. 

“ What do .dl you sm.irt young pi-ople b'el about life, 
nowadays, Fleur ?—when one’s not of it .md h.is lived 
twenty years in Sotith .Vfrica, one still feels out of it.” 

“Life ! Oh ! well, we know it’s stip|'<i.i-d to be a riddle, 
but we’ve given it up. We just w.inl to h.ivc a good tunc 
because we don’t believe anythitig c.in List. Hut 1 don’t 
think we know how to h.ive it. We just lly on. .ind hope foi it. 
Of course, there’s art, but most of us aren’t .irtists ; beejiles, 
expressionism— Mieh.iel saysit’sgot noii.slde. V\'eg is.iboui 
it, but I suppose it h.tsn’t. I sec ;t fiightful lot of writers 
and p.iinters, you know ; they’re suppo-ed to be atuu iiig.” 

Holly listened, amazed. Who woidd have thoiielu ih.it 
this gill saw/ She might be seeing wrong, but anyw.iy 
she saw ! 

“ Surely,” .she said, “ you enjoy yourselves ? ” 

“Well, I like getting hold of nice things, and interesting 
people; I like seeing everything th.it's new and worth 
while, or seems so at the moment. Hut 'h.o's ju t how it is 
—nothing lasts. You see. I’m not of the ‘ I’.m-joy;;,’ nor 
of the ‘ new-faithfids.’ ” 

“'J'he new-f.iiihfi.l> ? ” 

“ Oh ! don’t you know—it’s a sort of f.dih-h'" ding done 
on oneself, not exactly the old ‘ God -good, go'id-fiod ! ’ 
sort ; but a kind of mixture of will-j ower, psychu-aiulysis. 
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“May I come and see i ” said Fleur. 

“ Yes, bring him to-morrow; but, if I can persuade her, 
it’ll be in the ‘ altogether.’ ” 

“ Oh ! VV'ill you get me a seance, if I lend you Ting ? ” 

“ I will.” 

“ H’niph ! ” said Soames again. Seances, Italian sun¬ 
light, the “altogether!” It was time he got back to 
Elderson, and what was to be done now, and left this fiddling 
while Rome burned. 

“ Go(xl-bye, Mr. Greene,” he said ; “ I’ve got no time.” 

“ Quite, sir,” said Aultrey Greene. 

“ Quite ! ” mimicked Soames to himself, going out. 

Aubrey Greene took his departure a few minutes later, 
crossing a l.idy in the liail who was delivering her name to 
the manservant. 

Alone with her body, Fleur again passed her hands all 
over it. Tlie “ altogether ”—was a reminder of the dangers 
of dramatic conduct. 
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any spare clothes you could give the wife of a poor snipe ¬ 
nothing too swell f ” 

She answered mechanically: “ Yes, of course ! ” while 
her brain worked furiously. 

“ Would you put them out, then ? I’m going to make 
up a bunch for him myself—they could go logciher." 

Yes! He was quite unlike himself, ;is if the spring in 
him had run down. A sort, of malaisr oveie.iine her. 
Michael not cheerful I It was like the tire going out on a 
cold day. And, perhaps for the first time, site w.is conscious 
that his cheerfulness was of real importance to her. She 
w.atched him pick up Ting-a-ling and sit down. And going 
up behind him, she bent over till her hair w.is .'ig.iinst his 
check. Instead of rubbing his cheek on hers, he s.it quite 
still, and her heart misg.ive her. 

“ What is it ? ” she said, coaxing. 

“ Nothing! ” 

She took hold of his ears. 

“ But there is. I suppose you know somehow th.it I 
went to see Wilfrid.” 

He said stonily : “ Why not ? ” 

She let go, and stood up straight. 

“ It was only to tell him lh.it 1 couldn’t see him .ig.un.” 

That h.alf-truth seemed to her the whole. 

He suddenly looked up, a quiver went over his f.ice; he 
took her hand. 

“ It’s all right, Fleur. You must do wh.it you like, you 
know. Thai’s only fair. I had too muih lunch.” 

Fleur withdrew to the middle of th'' room. 

“ You’re rather an angel,” she said slowly, and went out. 

Upstairs she looked out garments, confusid in her soul. 
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“ And getting to know none.” 

“But don’t you ! ” 

“ No, it isn’t done. I mean we all call each other by our 
Christian names; but apres -” 

“ 1 like your husband very much.” 

“ Oh / yes, Michael’s a clear. How’s June } ” 

“ I saw her yesterday—she’s got a new painter, of course 
—Claud Brains. I believe he’s what they call a Vcrtiginist.” 

Fleur bit her Up. 

“ Yes, they’re quite common. I suppose June thinks he’s 
the only one.’’ 

“ Well, she thinks he’s a genius.” 

“ She’s wonderful.” 

“ Yes,” said Holly, “ the most loyal creature in the world 
while it Lasts. It’s like poultry farming—once they’re 
hatched. You never saw Boris Strumolowski ? ” 

“ No.” 

“ Well, don’t.” 

“ I know his bust of Michael’s uncle. It’s r.ather sane.” 

“ Yes. June thought it a pot-boiler, and he never forg.ave 
her. Of course it was. As soon as her swan makes money, 
she looks round for another. She’s a darling.” 

“ Yes,” murmured Fleur ; “ I liked June.” 

Another Ihtod of remembrance—from a tea-shop, from the 
river, from June’s little dining-room, from where in Green 
Street she had changed her wedding dress under the upward 
ga/e of June’s blue eyes. She seized the monkey and held 
it up. 

“ Isn’t it a picture of ‘ life ’ ? ” Would she h.ave said 
that if .Aubrey Greene hadn’t ? Still it seemed very true at 
the moment. 

“ Poor monkey ! ” said Holly. “ I’m always frightfully 
sorry for monkeys. But it’s marvellous, I think.” 

“Yes. I’m going to hang it here. If I can get one more, 
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In the midst of a dull sense of stunnins; blows, it staggered 
him that she seemed quite unconsrious of iiitlieting them. 
He heard his teeth gritting, and s.iid dully : “ Y'ou'- little 
brother, who was he ? ” 

“ What! Jon—didn’t you know Jon ? He was too 
young, of course, and so was she. lint tli<-y were he.td 
over—the family feud stopped th.it. Well I it’s .ill p.ist. 
I was at your wedding. 1 hope you’re h.ij'pv. H.ive vou 
seen the Claud Brains show .11 my g.illery t He's i genius. 
I was going to have a bun in here ; will you join me ? You 
ought to know his work.” 

She had paused at the door of a confect loner’s. Michael 
put his hand on his chest. 

“ Thank you,” he s.iid, “ I have just h.id a bun—two, in 
fact. Excuse me ! ” 

The little lady grasped his other hand. 

“ Well, good-bye, young mati ! Gl.ul to h.ive met you. 
You’re not a beauty, but I like your f.ice. Kenietnbcr 
me to th.it child. You should go and see Cl.uul Br.iins. 
He’s a real cenius.” 

Stock-still before the door, he w.itched her turn .iiid enter, 
with a scattered motion, as of llyine, .iiul .1 distuib.ince 
among those seated in th" p.istry-cook's. Then he moved 
on, the cigarette unlighted in his mouth, d i/ed, .is a boxer 
from a blow which knocks liini sidew.iys, and .inoilier wliiih 
knocks him straight ag.iin. 

Fleur visiting Wilftid—at this moment in his rooms up 
there—in hisarms, jierh.ips! Hegro.med. Awed fi-d young 
man in a new hat skipped at the .sound. N'ev.-r ! He could 
never slick that! He would have to ch’.ir out ! He h.id 
believed Fleur honest! A douhle life! The niuht hi fore 
last she had smiled on him. Oh ! God ! He d i-le d .icross 
into Green Park. Why hadn’t he stood rtil! and let 
something go over him f And that lunatic’s little brother 
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and belief that everything will be all right on the night if 
you say it will. You must have come across them. They’re 
frightfully in earnest.” 

“ I know,” said Holly; “ their eyes shine.” 

" I daresay. I don’t believe in them—I don’t beh'eve in 
anyone; or anything—^much. How can one ? ” 

“ How about simple people, and hard work ? ” 

Fleur sighed. “ I daresay. I will say lor Michael — he's 
not spoiled. Let’s have tea ? Tea, Ting ? ” and turning 
up the lights, she rang the bell. 

When her unexpected visitor had gone, she sat very still 
before the fire. To-day, when she had been so very nearly 
Wilfrid’s ! So Jon was not married ! Not that it made 
any odds! Things did not come round as they were 
expected to in books. And anyway sentiment was swosh ! 
Cut it out! She tossed back her h.nir ; and, getting hammer 
and nail, proceeded to hang the white monkey. Between 
the two tea-chests with their coloured pearl-shell figures, he 
would look his best. Since she couldn’t have Jon, what did 
it matter—Wilfrid or Michael, or both, or neither f Eat 
the orange in her hand, and throw .atvay the rind ! And 
suddenly she became aware that Michael was in the room. 
He had come in very quietly and was standing before the 
fire behind her. She gave him a quick look and s.aid : 

” I’ve had Aubrey Greene here about a model you sent 
him, and Holly—Mrs. Val Dartie—she said she’d seen you. 
Oh ! and f.ither’s brought us this. Isn’t it perfect ? ” 
Michael did not speak. 

“ Anything the matter, Michael ? ” 

“ No, nothing.” He went up to the monkey. From 
behind him now Fleur searched his profile. Instinct told 
her of a change. Had he, after all, seen her going to 
Wilfrid’s—coming away ? 

“ Some monkey ! ” he said. “ By the way, have yon 
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hut for that second blow. Less painful to know that l-'leiir 
had been, still might be, in love wlrh tli.u cous-a, and 
Wilfrid, too, perhaps, nothing to her. I’oor little wreteh ! 
‘ Well, what’s the game now ? ’ hr thoiigln. The g.tme of 
life—in b<ad weather, in stre.ss f V\'h,it w.is it ? In the w.ir 
—what had a fellow done ? Somehow m.in.-.geJ to feel 
himself not so dashed important; re.tehed .t eoiidition of 
acquiescence, fatalism, “ Who dies if hn^l.ind live ” sort 
of sob-stuff state. The g.mie of life ? W.ts it different I 
“Bloody but unbowed” might be trijie; still—gi-t up 
when you were knocked down ! 'I'he whole w.is hig, oneself 
was little! Passion, jealousy, ought they j'roperly to 
destroy one’s sportsmanship, as N.i/ing atul Sihley and 
Linda Frewe would have it ? W;is the word “ gentlem.in ” 
a dud ? Was it ? Did one keep one’.s form, or get down 
to squealing and kicking in the stomach f 

‘ I don’t know,’ he thought, ‘ I don’t know what [ sh.dl 
do when I see her—I simply don’t know.’ St eel-blue of the 
fallen evening, bare plane-trees, wide river, fio'.ly air ! He 
turned towards home. lie opened his front dimr, trembling, 
and trembling, went into the dr.iwlug-room. . . . 

When Fleur had gone upstairs and left him with Ting-a- 
ling he didn’t know whether he believed hi r or not. If she 
had kept th.tt other thing from him .ill thi ■ tine , she could 
keep anything! Had she understood his wor.is: “You 
must do as you like, that’s only fair ? ” He h.id said them 
almost mechanically, but they were re.ison.ilile. If she had 
never loved him, even a little, he h.id never h.id any right 
to e.xpect anything ; he had been all the time in the po;iiion 
of one to whom she was giving alms. Nothing compelled a 
person to go on giving alms. And nothing compelled one to 
go on taking them—except—the ache of want, the ache, the 
ache ! 

“ You little Djinn ! You lucky little toad ! Civemr.somc 



CHAPTER VI 
Michael gets “ What-fob ” 

After his Green Street quest Michael had wavered baclt 
down Piccadilly, and, obeying one of those impulses which 
make people hang around the centres of disturbance, on 
to Cork Street. He stood for a minute at the mouth of 
Wilfrid’s backwater. 

‘ No,’ he thought, at last, ‘ ten to one he isn’t in ; and 
if he is, twenty to one that I get any change except bad 
cliange ! ’ 

He was moving slowly on to Bond Street, when a little 
light lady, coming from the backwater, and reading as she 
went, ran into him from behind. 

“ Why don’t you look where you’re going ! Oh ! You f 
Aren’t you the young man who marri<‘d Fleur Forsyte f 
I’m her cousin, June. I thought I saw her just now.” She 
waved a hand which held a catalogue with .a gesture like 
the flirt of a bird’s wing. “ Opposite my g.illery. She went 
into a house, or I should have spoken to her—I’d like to 
have seen her ag.un.” 

Into a house! Michael dived for his cigarette-case. 
Hard-gr.isjiing it, he looked up. The little lady’s blue ej'es 
were sweeping from side to side of his face with a searching 
candour. 

“ Arc you happy together ? ” she s.aid. 

A cold sweat broke out on his forehead. A sense of 
gener.il derangement afflicted him—hers, and his own. 

‘‘ I beg your p.irdon f ” he gtsped. 

“ I hope you are. She ought to have married my little 
brother—but I hope you are. She’s a pretty cliild.” 

1*4 
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which it was now so timorous and Victorian to leave out. 
Genuine piece of work, and waste of time to go on with it ! 
Old Danby—Freud bored him stiff; and for once Michael 
did not mind old Danby being in the right. He put the thing 
back into the drawer. Seven o’ -lock ! Tell Fleur what he 
had been told about that cousin ? Why ? Nothing could 
mend that! If only she were spea.king the truth about 
Wilftid ! He went to the window—stars above, .ind stripes 
below, stripes of courtyard and b.nck garden. “ No retreat, 
no retreat; they must conquer or die who h.tve no retreat! ” 

A voice stiid : 

“ When will your father be up ? ” 

Old Forsyte ! Lord ! Lord ! 

“ To-morrow, I believe, sir. Come in ! You ilon’t know 
.my den, I think.” 

“ No,” said Soames. “ Snug ! Caricatures. You go in 
for them—poor stuff ! ” 

“ But not modern, sir—a revived art.” 

“ Queering your neighbours —1 never cared for them. 
They only flourish when the worhl’s in a mess and pen pie 
h.tve given up looking str.iight before them.” 

“ By Jove ! ” s.iiii Michtiel; “ th.it’s good. Won’t you 
sit down, sir ? ” 

Soames sat down, crossing his knee.s in his act ustomed 
manner. Slim, grey, close—a sealed book, netiily bound ! 
What was his complex i Whatever it was, he h.ul never had 
it out. One could not even imagine the oper.ilion. 

“ I shan’t take away my Goya,” he s.iid very uuexpecteilly; 
“ consider it Fleur’s. In fact, if I only knew you wert; 
interested in the future, I sliould make more provi-itm. In 
my opinion death duties will be prohibitive in a few y< .ir>' 
time.” 

Michael frowned. “ I’d like you to know, sir, once foi all, 
that what you do for Fleur, you do for Fleur. I can be 
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—John—^family feud f Himself—a pis alUr, then—taken 
without love at ail—a makeshift! He remembered now 
her saying one night at Mapledurham : “ Come again when 
I know I can’t get my wish.” So that was the wish she 
couldn’t get! A makeshift! ‘ Jolly,’ he thought: ‘ Oh / 
jolly 1 ’ No wonder, then 1 What could she care ? One 
man or another 1 Poor little devil! She had never let 
him know—never breathed a word 1 Was that decent of 
her—or was it treachery i ‘ No,’ he thought, ‘ if she had 
told me, it wouldn’t have made any difference—I’d have 
taken her at any price. It was decent of her not to tell me.’ 
But how was it he hadn’t heard from some one ? Family 
feud ? The Forsytes! Except “ Old Forsyte,” he never saw 
them ; and “ Old Forsyte ” was closer than a fish. Well! he 
had got what-for 1. And again he groaned, in the twilight 
spaces of the Park. Buckingham Palace loomed up un¬ 
lighted, huge and dreary. Conscious of his cigarette at last, 
he stopped to strike a match, and drew the smoke deep into 
his lungs with the first faint sense of comfort. 

“ You couldn’t spare us a cigarette. Mister ? ” 

A shadowy figure with a decent sad face stood beside the 
statue of Australia, so depressingly abundant 1 

“ Of course ! ” said Michael; “ take the lot.” He 
emptied the case into the man’s hand. “ Take the case too 
—‘ present from Westminster ’—you’ll get thirty bob for 
it. Good luck ! ” He hurried on. A faint: “ Hi, 
Mister! ” pursued him unavailingly. Pity was pulp 1 
Sentiment was bilge ! Was he going home to wait till 
Fleur had—finished and come back ? Not he ! He turned 
towards Chelsea, batting along as hard as he could stride, 
lighted shops, gloomy great Eaton Square, Chester Square, 
Sloane Square, the King’s Road—along, along ! Worse 
than the trenches—far worse—this whipped and scorpioned 
sexual jealousy 1 Yes, and he would have felt even worse. 



MICHAEL GETS “WHAT-FOR” 171 

hold on! She’s young. Shf’ll fluttc-r alnuit ; tiu-ro’s 
nothing in it.” 

‘ Does he know about the other thirij; ’ ’ th<ni^'lit Miohael. 

“ I have my own \\<)rri< s,” went m; Su.iiiu s, “ but they’re 
nothing to what I should feel if .inythiiig went wrong with 
her.” 

Michael felt a twinge of sympathy, uniisu.il tow.irvls th.it 
self-contained grey figure. 

“I shall try my best,” he said quiitly; “but I'm not 
naturally Solomon at six stone seven.” 

“I’m not so sure,” s.iid So.inie-, “I'm not so sure. 
Anyway, a child—well, a child would be- .1 ^nrl of 
insur-” He baulked, the word w.is not puv aely 1 

Michael froze. 

“ As to that, I can’t say .inything.” 

Soame.s got up. 

“No,” he said wistfully, “I supj'ose not. It’s time to 
dress.” 

To dress—to dine, and if to dine, to sleep—to sleeji, to 
dream ! And then what dre iiu.s niinhl corne ! 

On the w.iy to his dres-ing-ronni Mieh.n 1 encountered 
Coaker ; the man’s f.ice w.is long. 

“ What’s up, Co.iker ? ” 

“ The little ilog, sii, has been sick in the drawing-room.” 

“ The deuce he h.is ! ” 

“ Yes, sir ; it app< ars th.it ‘onu one h ft him there alone. 
He makes himbclt felt, sir. I aUv.i)s s.iy : Ib-’-s an impor¬ 
tant little dog. . . .” 

During dinner, as if \i>-ited by remorse for liaving given 
them advice and twer pictures vcorili some thous.uuls of 
pounds, Soarnes pitched a t.ile like ili(>sc of J,im'» in hi" 
palmy days. He spoke of the 1' retu li —the l.ill of tin- ni.irk 
—the rise in Consols—the ol stin.ic y cif Dum> iritis, the 
picture-dealer, over a Constable skyscape which So.uiies 
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of }’Our complaccnc)'—you Cliinesc atom ! ” Ting-a-ling 
turned up his bool-buttons. “ When you have been civilised 
as long .ns T,” they seemed to say: “In the meantime, 
scratch my chest.” 

And scrattling in that yellow fur Michael thought: ‘ Pull 
yourself togerher ! Man at the South Pole with the first 
bliz/.nrd doesn’t sing : “ Want to go home ! W.mt to go 
home!”—he sticks it. Come, get going!’ He placed 
Ting-n-ling on the floor, and made for his study. Here were 
manuscripts, of w hich the readers to Danby and Winter had 
already said : “ No money in this, but a genuine piece of 
work meriting consideration.” It was Michael’s business 
to give the consideration; I).tnb_\-’s to turn the affair down 
with the words ; “ Write him (t)T her) a civil letter, say we 
were greath' interested, regret we do not sec our way—hope 
to have the j'rivilege of considering ne.\t effort, and so forth. 
What ! ” 

■He turned up his re.ading-lamp and pulled out a manu¬ 
script he h.td already begun. 

“ No retreat, no retreat ; they must conquer or die who have no 

rclre.it ; 

No retreat, no retreat ; they must conquer or die who have no 
rcticut ! ” 

Tlie black footmen’s refrain from “ Polly ” was all that 
h.ippeiied to his mind. Dash it ! lie must read the thing ! 
Somehow he finished the chapter. He remembered now. 
'I'ho manuscrij't was all about a m.in who, when he w;is a 
buy, h.id been so greatly impressed by the sight of a maid¬ 
servant ch.inging her cloth.es in a roiun Over the way, that 
his nmrried lile was a continual struggle not to be unfaithful 
with his wife's maids. They luid just discovered his com¬ 
plex, and he was going to have it out. The rest of the manu¬ 
script no doubt would show how that was done. It ■went 
most conscientiously into all those precise bodily details 
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“ No,” said Soames, “ I must concentrate. Say good¬ 
night to Fleur for me.” 

Michael remained smoking above the porcelain effigies of 
Spanish fruits. That white niontcy cmiKlii’t eat those and 
throw away the rinds ! Wot Id the truits of his life be 
porcelain in future f Live in the same honfc with Fleur, 
estranged ? Live with Fleur as now, feeling a sirariger, 
oven an unwelcome stranger ? Clear out, .ind ioi" the Air 
Force, or the “ S.ive tl c Children ” corps ? Wliich of the 
three courses w.is least to be dr plored ? Ih ' e.h of his 
cig.ir grew long, diopped ineorilinenr, and eiew ; the 

porcelain fr'.its mocke.i him wi'li tluir >!ieeii and gh-w; 
Co.iker put his head in and look it av.av ,'e.an {1 he 
Governor had got the liump-g'od s. it, t'e- (■. viteot!) 
Decision waited for him, soim-wlieie, aa wleai-- la-ms 

not his own. lbs niii.d w*s too mi -11 md ... 

to be kiiowti ; but she would k'lo-.',- n r-. S-e- h.ui the 
information which alone m.uh d>i;i"'i ja- il !e about 
Wilfrid, that cousin, Ikt own ae-ne..- ; f'-h; .. \ 

(heision would eome, and wo d.i ii m no r i-, .i w. i- i -.there 

pit\ u.is punk and only a Cl.ini-'e pi.i. t ■ 

i’.e.r not be ?ick in tli" dr.i -.i.-e o-o-.i, tr;. . ;.c 1.- - p or.t 
endup, even if there v,',.. no o-,.. :<> --e oar In i-,- 
important ! . . . 

He had been asleep and it w-as d o!., or i ' t, in l.i-. 1 '■ !- 

dri-asing-rootn. Soiivthn -a white i>y l.i -A : 

faint warmth close to l.im ; .i -• '• ■ 

me. Let me come in your lad, M, .i - i la ■- i - . . ' 
like a child! MK)..ulr-..<l.'d-. • ii 'I:- - .• ■ 

and the w.irmth c.o.-e- i ■■■ tli -mi. t • 

mouth, the vciiee said i-i ' i < ir ; I ..' • t ■ " ' _ 

would 1, if ther-.-’d-- it ih-’O d. e n t - 1 

h-'art, wild, confused, b'-.at ag.nt'.'t la r-i 
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Epicurus whenever I like—bread, and on feast days a little 
bit of cheese.” 

Soames looked up with shrewdness in his glance, “ I 
know that,” he said, “ I always knew it.” 

Michael bowed. 

“ With this land depression your father’s hard hit, I 
should think.” 

“ Well, he talks of being on the look out for soap or cars ; 
but I shouldn’t be surprised if he mortg.iges again and 
lingers on.” 

“ A title without a pl.ice,” s.iid Soames, “ is not natural. 
He’d better wait for me to go, if I leave anything, th.at is. 
But listen to me ; I’ve been thinking. Aren’t you happy 
togcthi'r, you two, th.it you don’t have children ? ” 

Michael hesitated. 

“ I don’t think,” he said slowly, “ that we have ever had a 
scrap, or anything like it. I have been—1 am—terribly 
fond of her, but you have known better ih.in I that I only 
picked up the pieces.” 

“ Who tf)ld you that f ” 

“To-day—Miss June I'orsy'te.” 

“ That woman ! ” said So.unes. “ She can’t k''ep her foot 
out of anything. A boy and girl affair—over months 
before you married.” 

“ But deep, sir,” s.iid Michael gently. 

“ Deep—w ho kitows :ti that age ? Deep ? ” Soames 
paused; “ You’re a good fellow —I alway'S knew. Be 

patient—take a long view.” 

“ Yes, sir,” said Mich.icl, very still in his chair, “ if I 
tan.” 

“ She’s everything to me,” muttered Soames abruptly, 

“ And to me—which doesn’t make it easier.” 

The line between Soames’ brows deepened. 

“ Perhap.s not. But hold on ! As gently as j'ou like, but 



THE ALTOGETHER 


>75 


There was a note inside. She read : 

“Dear Bicket, —Here are the togs. Hope they’ll be 
useful.—Yours, Michael Mo.vt.” 

In a voice that trembled sh, s.iid to the boy ; 

“ Thank you, it’s O.K. Here's tw(']'eiu'e.” 

When his rich whistle was he.ird wrilhiii;; into the fog, she 
flung herself down before the “ togs ” in eest.isy. The se.xes 
were divided by tissue paper. A blue suit, a velour hat, 
some brown shoes, three pairs of socks with two holes in 
them, four shirts only .i little fi.iyi-d at the eulTs, two black- 
and-white ties, six coll.trs, not too new, some h.mdkerchiefs, 
two vests beautifully thick, two p.iirs of jiants, and a brown 
ovcrco.at with a belt and just two or three nice little stains. 
She held the blue suit up against her arms ;md legs, the 
trousers and sleeves would only need taking-in about two 
inches. She piled them in a pyramid, .uid turned with :twe 
to the spoil beneath the tissue p.tper. .\ brown knitted 
frock with little clear yellow buttons—unsoib-d, uncre.ised. 
How could anybody spare a tiling like that ! A brown 
velvet toque with a little tuft of gokli iiy-brown feathers. 
She put it on. i\ pair of pink stays ever so lit tie faded, with 
only three inches of bone above the waist, and five inches 
of bone below, pink silk ribbons, and suspenders—a perfect 
dream. She could not re ist jnit i ing them on al-o. Two p.iirs 
of brown stockings; brown shoes; two roinbination.s, a 
knitted c.imi.-’ole. A whiti- silk jumper with .i hole in one 
sleeve, a skirt of lil.ic litn n that h.ul gone .a little in the 
wash; a pair of pallid pink silk pants; .uul underneath 
them all an almost bl.tck-brown co.ir, long .uni warm and 
cosy, with great jet buttons, .aid in tli- jock'-t six small 
handkercliiefs. She took a di ep bre.ith of sweetness— 
geranium ! 

Her mind leaped forward. Clothed, trou'seaiied^ fitted 
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wanted and Dninetrius did not, but to which the fellow held 
on just for the sake of a price which Soames did not mean 
to pay. lie spoke of the trouble vvhicli he foresaw with the 
United Ste.tcs over their precious Prohibition. They were 
a headstrong lot. They took up a thing and ran their heads 
against a stone wall. He hiinsilf had never drunk anything 
I'.i speak of, but he liked to feel that he could. The Ameri¬ 
cans liked to feel that he couldn’t, that was tyranny. They 
were ov< rbe .nug. He shouldn’t be surpiiscd if everybody 
ti)ok to diinl.ii.e ovr lle-re. As to the J.eaguc of N.itions 
.1 in m tli.it 111.lining had p.d.iveri'd it up. Th.it cin k 
'.votd.ln'v lieb'—-sp'U'.d money, and arr.mge things which 
would h.ive .'rr .nged tlu in-elves, but as for anythiag 
import.int, such .is .il-oli^hiug lIoKlievism, or poison g.is, 
'hey never wouhl, .ind to pretend it was all-me-eye-.ind- 
Uftiy.M.iiiia, It w.is almost .1 ri-cnrd for one h.ibitually 
t.ititiiri’. .ind ihiidy useful to two yoiiiig people only 
.luxious til.It be should continue to t.ilk. so th.it they might 
think of oth'-r things. The cnuluct of Ting-a-!ing w.is the 
.sole otlc-r sui.jeci of con.sider.uion. Fleur tiionglit it due 
to the eopp'-r floor. So.niies th.il he mii.st h.ive picked up 
something in the Sepi.iti—dogs were .ilways piddiig things 
up. Mu li.iel sii.'gi'.-.ted lli.it it w.ns just Chinese—a protest 
.ap.iinst lliere being n.ihodv to w.itcli liis .se!f-i-u!licieticy. In 
China theie ueie tour liuiulrcd million people to watch each 
other being .si If-suHioieiu. Wli.it would one expect of a 
Chiii.im.in siuldiub pi.iced in the Gobi Desert? lie would 
cert.iiiilv be sick. 

“ No rcirc.it, no retreat; they must conquer or die who 
have 110 rcMc.it ! ” 

When I'hnir h ft them, both felt that they could not so 
soon ag.iin be,it c.’.cb other’s company, and Soames said ; 
“ I’ve got some figures to attenvl to—I'll go to my room.” 

Miihael stood up. “ Wouldn't you like my den, sir ? ” 
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“ Now, Miss Collins, you don’ mind, do you ! You’ll 
find everything in there. It’s rc.illy nothing. I shall want 
you lying on your face just here with your elbows on the 
ground and your head up and r little turned this way ; your 
hair as loose as it can he, .tnd your eyes looking at this hone. 
You must imagine that it’s a faun or .some other hit of all 
right. The dog’ll help you when he settles down to it. 
F-a-u-n, you know, not f-a-w-n.” 

“ Yes,” said Victorine faintly. 

“ Have another little tot f ” 

“ Oh ! please.” 

He brought it. 

“ I quite understand ; but you know, really, it’s absurd. 
You wouldn’t mind «ith a doctor. 'J’h.it’s right. J.ook here. 
I'll put this little cow-hell on the groutid. When you’re in 
position, give it a tinkle, and I’ll come out. Th.it'll help 
you.” 

Victorine murmured : 

“ You ait kind.” 

” Not .at all—it’s natural. Now will vou start in f The 
light won’t last for ever. Fifteen hob .i d.iy, we s.iid.” 

Victorine saw him slide aw.iy behind .1 screen, .old looked 
at the little cow-bell. Fifteen holi ! Anil fifteen bob ! And 

fifteen bob! .Many, in.iny fifteen bobs before-! ilut 

not more time.s of sitting th.an of Tony’s standing, from foot 
to foot, offering balloons. And as if wound up by th.it 
thought, she moved like clockwork off the d.iis, into tin- 
model’s room. Coiy in tliere, too; w.irin, a green silk g.ir- 
ment thrown on a chair. She look off her dress. 'J’he be.inty 
of the pink st.iys struck her afn-'h. I’crh.ij!- the g'-ntlern.m 

would like—no, t'l.it would be even worw--I A noi.e 

reaihed her—from Ting-.i-ling coniplahiing of solitude, ff 

she delayed, she never would-! Stripping h.istily, sJi- 

stood looking at herself in a glass. If only th.it .■-lim, ivory 



CHAPTER VII 
Thh Altogether 

Tony Picket, replete, was in vein that fine afternoon; 
his balloons left him freely, and he started for home in the 
mood of a conqueror. 

Victorine, too, had colour in her cheeks. She requited 
the story of his afternoon with the story of hers. A false 
tale for a true—no word of D mby and Winter, the gentle¬ 
man with the sliding smile, of the Gr.ind Marnier, or “ the 
altogether.” She had no compunction. It was her secret, 
her surprise; if, by silting in or out of “ the altogether,” 
not yet decided, she could m.ike their passage money—well, 
she should tell him she had won it on a horse. That night 
she asked : 

“ Am I so very thin, Tony ? ’’ more than once. “ I do so 
want to get fat.” 

Picket, still troubled that she had not shared that lunch, 
patted her tenderly, .ind said he would soon have her as fat 
as butter—he did not explain how. 

They dreamed together of blue butterflies, and awoke to 
chilly gaslight and a breakfast of cocoa and bread-and- 
butter. Fog ! Bickot was swallowed up before the eyes of 
Victorine ten yards fmm the door. She returned to the 
bedroom with anger in her heart. Who would buy balloons 
in a fog f She would do anything rather than let Tony go 
on st.inding out there all the choking days! Undressing 

again, she washed herself intensively, in case-! She had 

not long fitiished when her landlady .innounccd the presence 
of a messenger boy. He bore an enormous parcel entitled 
“Mr. Picket.” 
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author’s tongue in his cheek. That’s it in a nutshell, Miss 
Collins—our tongues arc in our cheeks—had sign. Never 
mind ; I’m going to out-Piero Cosiino with this. Your head 
an inch higher, and that curl out of your eye, please. 
Thanks! Hold that! By the way, have you Italian 
blood ? What was your mother’s name, for inst.ince f ” 

“ Brown.” 

“ Ah 1 You can never tell with Browns. It may have 
been Brune—or Bruno—but very likely ^he w.is Iberian. 
Probably all the inh.ibitants of Brit.iin left alive by the 
Saxons were c.illed Brown. As a f.ict, th.it's all tosh, 
though. Going back to Edward the Confessor, Miss Collins 
—a mere thirty gener.itions—we e.ieh of us have one 
thousand and seventy-four million, five hundred and 
seventy-three thousand, nine hundred and eighty-four 
ancestors, and the popiil.ition of this i'.'.itul w.is then well 
under a million. We’re .is inbied .is racehorses, but not so 
nice to look at, are we ? I assure you. Miss Collins, you’re 
something to be grateful for. So is Mrs. Mont. Isn’t she 
pretty ? Look .it that dog ? ” 

Ting-a-ling, indeed, with forehgs br.ic'd, .ind wrinkled 
nose, was gl.iriiig, as if under the iiupn . ion that Victorine 
was another bone. 

“ He’s funny,” she s.iid, and ag tin her voiie soiinih d far 
aw.ay. Would Mrs. Mont lie liere if he'd a' If d her ? Sie 
would look pretty I But didn’t need the fifteen bob ! 

“ Comfort.ible in th.it poution f ” 

In alarm, she murmured : 

“ Oh ! yes, thank you ! ” 

“ W.irm enough ? ” 

“ Oh ! yes, thank you ! ” 

“ That’s good. Just a little higher with the he nl.” 
Slowly in \'ictorine tlie sense of the dre.uifully unusual 
faded. Tony should never kno iv. If he never knew, he 
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out—blue butterflies—the sun ! Only the money for the 
tickets wanting. And suddenly she saw herself with nothing 
on standing before the gentleman with sliding eyes. Who 
cared ! The money ! 

For the rest of the morning she worked feverishly, short¬ 
ening Tony, mending the holes in his socks, turning the fray 
of his cuffs. She ate a biscuit, drank another cup of cocoa 
—it was fattening, and went for the hole in the white silk 
'jumper. One o’clock. In panic she stripped once more, 
put on a new combination, pair of stockings, and the stays, 
then paused in superstition. No ! Her own dress and hat— 
like yesterday ! Keep the rest until— ! She hastened 
to her ’bus, overcome alternately by heat and cold. Perhaps 
he would give her another glass of that lovely stuff. If only 
she could go swimmy and not care for anything ! 

She reached the studio as two o’clock was .striking, and 
knocked. It wa.s lovely and warm in there, much wanner 
chan yesterday, and the significance of this struck her 
suddenly. In front of the fire was a lady with a little dog. 

“ Miss Collins—Mrs. Michael Mont ; she’s lending us her 
Peke, Miss Collins.” 

The lady—only her own age, and ever so pretty—held 
out her hand. Geranium ! This, then, w.as she whose 
clothes-! 

She took the hand, but could not speak. If this lady were 
going to stay, it would be utterly impossible. Before her— 
so pretty, so beautifully covered—oh ! no ! 

“ Now, Ting, be good, and as amusing as you can. Good¬ 
bye, Aubrey ! Good luck to the picture ! Good-bye, Miss 
Collins ; it ought to be wonderful.” 

Gone ! The scent of geranium fading ; the little dog 
snufiling at the door. The sliding gentleman had two glasses 
ill his hands. 

' Ah! ’ thought Victorine, and drank hers at a gulp. 
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must be! In the sun-shc niul Tony-like the Gurden of 
Eden!... 

“ Thank you, that’s all for to-day. Half a d:.y-ten bob. 
To-morrow morning at eleven. You’re a first-raie sitter, 
liliss Collins.” 

Putting on the pink st.iys, Victoriiie had a feeling of 
elation. She had done it! Tony should never know! 
The thought that he never would g.ive her ple.iMire. And 
once more divested of the “ altoi'ether,’’ she came forth, 

Aubrey Greene was standing befene hi'' h.indiwork. 

“ Not yet, Miss Collins,” he s.iid; ” I don’t want to 
depress you. That hip-bone’s too liigh. We’ll put it right 
to-iTK'rrow. Forgive my h.ind, it’s all ch.dk. Mi rmir^ 
Eleven o’clock. And we sh.in’t need this chap. No, you 
don’t! ” 

For Ting-a-ling was showing signs of accompanying the 
larger bone. Viciorine passed out smiling. 
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white image could move out on to the dais and she could stay 
here ! Oh ! It was awdul—aw'ful! She couldn’t—no ! she 
couldn’t. She caught up her final garment again. Fifteen 
bob ! But fifteen bob ! Before her eyes, wild and mournful, 
came a vision : Of a huge dome, and a tiny Tony, with little, 
little balloons in a hand held out! Something cold and 
steely formed over her heart as icicles form on a window. 
If that was all they would do for him, she would do better ! 
She dropped the garment; and, confused, numb, stepped 
forth in the “ altogether.” Ting-a-ling growled at her above 
his bone. She reached the cow-bell and lay down on her 
face as she had been told, with feet in the air, crossed. 
Resting her chin on one hand, she wagged the bell. It m.ade 
a sound like no bell she had ever heard ; and the little dog 
barked—he did look funny ! 

“ Perfect, Miss Collins ! Hold that ! ” 

Fifteen bob ! and fifteen bob ! 

“ Just point those left toes a bit more. That’s right ! 
The flesh tone’s perfect ! My God, why must one walk 
before one runs ! Drawing’s a bore. Miss Collins ; one ought 
to draw with a brush only ; a sculptor draws with a chisel, 
at least when he’s a Michelangelo. How old are you ? ” 

“ Twenty-one,” c.ame from lips that seemed to V'ictorine 
quite far away. 

“ I’m thirty-two. They say our generation w.as born so 
old that it can never get any older. Without illusions. 
Well! I never had any beliefs that I can remember. Had 
you I ” 

Victorine’s wits and senses were astray, but it did not 
m.atter, for he was rattling on : 

“ We don’t even believe in our ancestors. All the same, 
we’re beginning to copy them again. U'you know a book 
called ‘ The Sobbing Turtle ’ that’s made such a fuss ?— 
sheer, Sterne, very well done ; but sheer Sterne, and the 
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moon. Did he calculate ? No, he read calculations. Did 
he check payments out and in ? No, the auditors did th.it. 
There was policy! A comforting word, but—to be per¬ 
fectly straightforward—a director’s chief business w.is to 
let the existing policy alone. T.ike his own c.ise ! If he 
had done his duty, he would have stopped this foreign 
insurance business which he had instinctively distrusted the 
moment he heard of it—within a month of sitting on the 
Board, or, having failed in doing so, resigned his se.it. But 
he had not. Things had been looking better 1 It was not 
the moment, and so forth ! If he had done his duty as a 
perfectly straightforward director, indeed, he would never 
have become a director of the I’.l’.R.S., beeaie-e he would 
have looked into the policy of tlie Society' much more closely 
than he had before accepting a position on the Board. But 
what with the names, and the prestige, and not looking a 
gift horse too closely in the mouth—there it had been ! To 
be perfectly straightforward, he ought now to be circularising 
the shareholders, saying : “ My laissez-fuirr has cost you 
two hundred odd thousand pounds. I h.ive lodged this 
amount in the h.inds of trustees for your hemTit, .and .im 
suing the rest of the directors for their quot.is of the 
amount.” Rut he w.is not proposing to do so, Ix'cau.sc— 
well—because it w.isn't done, .lud the otlu-r direelor.s 
wouldn’t like it. In sum : You waited till the shareliohlers 
found out the mess, and you hoped they wouldn’t. In fact, 
just like a Government, you confused the is'-ue;, and made 
the best case you could for yourselves. With a sense of 
comfort Soames thought of Ireland : The late (Jovernment 
had let the country in for all that mi'ss in Ireland, .and at 
the end t.ikcn credit for putting an end to what need never 
have been! The Peace, too, and the Air Force, and 
Agriculture, and Egypt—the five most important i<-'suc» 
they’d h.ad to de.il with—they had put the the-tnu's into 
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couldn’t care. She could lie like this all day—fifteen bob, 
and fifteen bob ! It was easy. She watched the quick, slim 
finj^'ers moving, the blue smoke from the cigarette. She 
watched the little dog. 

“ Like a rest ? You left your gown ; I’ll get it for you.” 

In that green silk gown, beaiitifiilly padded, she sat up, 
with her feet on the floor over the d.iis edge. 

“ Cigarette ? I’m going to make some Turkish coffee. 
You’d better walk about.” 

Victorine obeyed. 

“ You’re out of a dream. Miss Collins. I shall have to do 
a Mathew M.iris of you in that gown.” 

The coffee, like none she had ever tasted, gave her a sense 
of well-being. She said : 

“ It’s not like coffee.” 

Aubrey Greene threw up his hands. 

“ You have said it. The British are a great race—nothing 
will ever do them in. If they could be di-stroyed, they must 
long ago h.ive perished of their coffee. H.ive some more ? ” 

“ Please,” said V’ictorine. There was such a little in the 
cup. 

“ Ready, again ? ” 

She lay down, and let the gown drop off. 

“ That’s right! Leave it there—you're lying in long 
grass, and the green helps me. Pity it’s winter; I’d have 
hired a gl.ide.” 

Lying in long grass—flowers, too, perhaps. She did love 
flowers. As a little girl she used to lie in the grass, and make 
daisy-chains, in the field at the b.ick of her grandmother’s 
lodge at Norbiton. Her grandmother kept the lodge. 
Every year, for a fortnight, she h.id gone down there—she 
h.ul liked the country ever so. Only she had always had 
something on. It would be nicer with nothing. Were 
there flowers in Central Austr.’'li 3 i VVith butterflies there 
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himself—^what did he care f A room at his club near Fleur— 
he would be just as happy, perhaps happier ! And suddenly 
he found that he had reached a way out of his disturbance 
and anxiety. By imagining the far-fetched, by f.icing the 
loss of his wealth, he had exorcised the demon. The book, 
“ The Sobbing Turtle,” of which he had not read one word, 
dropped from his hand ; he slept. . . . 

His meeting with “ Old Mont ” took place at Snooks’ 
directly after lunch. The tape in the hall, at which he 
glanced on going in, recorded a further heavy drop in the 
mark. Just as he thought : The thing was getting valueless ! 

Sitting there, sipping coffee, the baronet looked to So.nnes 
almost offensively spry. Two to one he h.id re.ilised 
nothing ! ‘ Well ! ’ thought So.imes, ‘as old Uncle jolyon 

used to say, I shall astonish his weak nerves ! ’ 

And without preamble he began. 

“ How are you, Mont ? This mark’s valueless. You 
realise we’ve lost the P.P.R.S. about a qu.trter of .t million 
by that precious foreign policy of KIderson’s. I’m not sure 
an action won’t lie ag.iinst us for taking unjustifi.ible risk. 
But what I’ve come to see you about is this.” He retailed 
the interview with the clerk, Butterfield, watching the eye¬ 
brows of his listener, and finished with the wotds : “ What 
do you say ? ” 

Sir Lawrence, whose foot was jerking his whole body, 
fixed his monocle. 

“ bl.dluein.ition, my dear Forsyte ! I’ve known Elderson 
all my life. We were at Winchester together.” 

Ag.tin ! Again ! Oh ! Lord ! Soames s.iid slowly : 

“You can’t tel; from that. A man who was at M.irl- 
borough with me ran away with his mess fund and las 
colonel’s wife, and m.tdc a fortune in Chili oat of canned 
tomatoes. The point is this ; If the young m.in’s story’s 
true, we’re in the hands of a bad hat. It won’t do, Mont. 


N 



CHAPTER Vlir 


SoAMES Takes the Matter Up 

SoAMES had concentrated, sitting before the Gre in his 
bedroom till Big Ben struck twelve. His reflections sum- 
totalled in a decision to talk it over with “ old Mont ” after 
all. 'iJioiigh light-brained, the fellow was a gentleman, and 
the matter delicate. He got into bed and slept, but awoke 
at half-past two. There it was! won't think of it,’ he 
thought; and instantly beg.m to. In a long life of dealings 
with money, lie Iiad never had sucli an e.vpericncc. Per¬ 
fectly straightforward conformity with the law—itself so 
often far from perfectly straightforward—had been the 
sine fi/ti non of his career. 1 lonesty, they said, was the 
best policy. But was it anything eke ? A perfectly 
honest man couldn’t keep out of a perfect penitentiary for a 
week. But then .i j'erfect penitentiary had no relation to 
prison, or the Bankruptcy Court. The Imsiness of working 
honesty was to keep out of those two institutions. And so 
far he had nc\er had any dilliculty. Wli.it, besides the 
drawing of fees and the drinkini; of tea, were the duties of a 
director ? That was the point. And how far, if he failed 
in them, was he liable ? It was a director’s duty to be 
perfectly straigbtfonv.ird. But if a director were perfectly 
straightforward, he couldn’t be a director. That was clear. 
In the first place, he would have to tell his shareholders that 
he didn’t anything like earn his fees. For wh.it did he do on 
his Bo.irds f Well, he sat and signed his name and talked 
a little, and passed that which the general trend of business 
decided must be passed. Did he iiiiti.ite i Once in a blue 
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the Board Room. There was no fire, the long table was 
ung.arnished j an old clerk, creeping about like a fly on a 
pane, was filling inkstands out of a magnum. 

Soames addressed him : 

“ Ask the manager to be so h.ind as to come .ind see Sir 
Lawrence Mont and Mr. Forsyte.” 

The old clerk blinked, put down the magnum, .ind went 
out. 

“ Now,” said Soames in a low voice, “ we must keep our 
lieads. He’ll deny it, of course.” 

“ I should hope so, Forsyte ; I should hope .so. Elderson’s 
a gentleman.” 

“ No liar like a gentleman,” mutten-d So.unes, below his 
breath. 

After that they stood in their overcoats before the <-mply 
grate, staring at their top h.us pi.iced side by side on the 
table. 

“ One minute ! ” s.iid Soames, suddenly, .ind cro.s.sing the 
room, he opened a door opposite. There, as the young ch rk 
had s.tid, was a sort of lobby between Mood Room .ind 
M.inager’s Room, w.ith a door at the end into the ni.iin 
corridor. He stepped back, tloseil tlie door, and, rejoining 
Sir Lawrence, resumed hit contemplation of the h.its. 

” Geography correct,” he said with gloom. 

The entr.mce of the manager was marked by Sir Liw- 
rence’s monocle dropping on to his co.it-button with a 
tinkle. In cutaw-ay bl.ick coat, clean-ch.iven, with grey 
eyes rather b.iggy underneath, a pink colour, every hair in 
place on a rather bald egg shaped head, .ind lips .iltern.itcly 
pouting, comprc.ssed, or smiling, the m.in.iger reminded 
Soames ridiculously of old Uncle Nicholas in his middle 
period. Uncle Nick was a clever fellow—“ cleverest man in 
London,” some one had called him—but ntine h.ul ever 
impugned his honesty. A pang of doubt and disitulinatioo 
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the fire in every case / But had they confessed to it f 
they. One didn’t confess. One said ; “ The question of 
policy made it imperative at the time.” Or, better stilJ, one 
said nothing; and trusted to the British character. With 
his chin resting on the sheet, Soames felt a moment.iry 
relief. The late Government weren’t sweating into ii^ir 
sheets—not they—he was convinced of it! Fixing his oyts 
on the dying embers in the grate, he rejected on the 
inequalities and injustices of existence. Look at the chaps 
in politics and business, whose whole lives were passed in 
skating on thin ice, and getting kniglitcd for it. They never 
turned a hair. And look at himself, for the first time in 
forty years on thin ice, and siilfcring confoundedly. There 
was a perfect cult of Iwxidwinking the public, a perfect cult 
of avoiding the consequences of aelministrative acts ; and 
here was he, a man of the world, a man of the law, ignorant 
of those cults, and—;ind glad of it. From engrained caution 
and a certain pride, wliich had in it a touch of the fine, 
Soames shrank from that coarse-grained standard of 
honesty which conducted the all.iirs of the British public. 
In anything that touched money he was, he .dways had been, 
stiff-necked, stiff-kneed. Money was money, a pound a 
pound, and there was no way of pretending it wasn’t and 
keeping your self-respect. He got up, drank some water, 
took a number of deep breaths, and stamped his feet. Who 
was it said the other day that nothing had ever lost him five 
minutes’ sleep. The fellow must have the circulation i>f an 
ox, or the gilt of Baron Munchausen. He took up a book. 
But his mind would only turn over ami over the realisable 
v.due of his resources. Apart from his pictures, he decided 
that he could not be worth less than two hundred and fifty 
thousand pounds, and there was only Fleur—and she 
already provided for more or less. His wife had her settle¬ 
ment, and could live on it perfectly well in France. As for 
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of «elf-8uppression and respectability, with a hundred ready 
to step into his shoes at his first slip. \\’h.at w.ts that old 
tag of the provinci.al actor’s decl.im.ition—at which old 
Uncle Jolyon used to cackle so I “ Like a p.ile martyr with 
his shirt on fire.” 

“ So, Mr. Butterfield, you h.tve been good enough to 
exercise your imagination in mv rcg.irJ.” 

“ No, sir.” 

“ You stick to this fantastic story of e.ivculropping I ” 

“ Yes, sir.” 

“ We have no further use for your services then. Gitod 
morning! ” 

The young man’s eyes, doglike, sought the f.u-e of So.iin<-s ; 

string twitched in his thioat, his lips inovu d wiilu.ut 
a sound. He turned .ind went out. 

“So much for that,” said the man.iger’s voice; he'll 
never get another job.” 

The venom in those words affected So.imes like the smell 
of Russian fat. At the same irtoinefit fie h id the feeling : 
This wants thinking out. Only if intiocent, or guilty and 
utterly resolved, would Lldenson h.ive b< en so dr.iStic. 
Which was he i 

The man.iger went on : 

“I thank y<iu for dt.uving iny atientiott to the matter, 
gentlemen. I liavc h.id my eye on that yi..ung man lor 
some time. A b.id h.'.t all rtmiid.” 

Soames said glumly : 

“ What do yini m.ike out he had to gain ? ” 

“ Foresaw dismissal, and thought lie wouhl get ir first.” 

“ I see,” said So.imes. But he liid not. Ili.s rnuid w..s 
back in his own oilicc with (ir.idin.in rulibing his no'.e, 
sh.ikitig his grey he.<d, and But t< .'field’s ; “ Nf., -ir. I’ve 
nothing against Mr. Llderson, and he’s nothii.g against 
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Will you tackle him, and see what he says to it ? Ycnt 
wouldn’t like a story of that sort about yourself. Shall we 
both go ? ” 

“ Yes,” said Sir Lawrence, suddenly. “ You’re right. 
We’ll both go, Forsyte. I don’t like it, but we’ll both go. 
He ought to hear it.” 

“ Now ? ” 

« Now.” 

With solemnity they assumed top hats, and issued. 

“ I think, Forsyte, we’ll take a taxi.” 

“ Yes,” said Soames. 

The cab ground its way slowly past the lions, then dashed 
on down to the Embankment. Side by side its occupants 
held their noses steadily before them. 

“ He was shooting with me a month ago,” said Sir 
Lawrence. “ Do you know the hymn ‘ O God, our help in 
ages p.ast ’ ? It’s very fine, Forsyte.” 

Soames did not answer. The fellow was beginning to 
tittup ! 

“We had it that Sunday,” went on Sir Lawrence. 
“ Eldcrson used to have a fine voice—sang solos. It’s a 
foghorn now, but a good delivery still.” He gave his little 
whinnying l.uigh. 

‘ Is it possible,’ thought Soames, ‘ for this chap to be 
serious ? ’ and he said : 

“ If we find this is true of Eldcrson, and conceal it, we 
could all be put in the dock.” 

Sir Lawrence refixed his monocle. “ The deuce ! ” he 
said. 

“ Will you do the t.ilkinc,” said Soames, “ or shall If” 

“ I think you h.id better. Forsyte ; ought we to have the 
young man in f ” 

“ Wait and sec,” said Soames. 

They ascended to the oHiees of the P.P.R.S. and entered 



CIIAPTF.R IX 
Sleuth 


The Hotch-potch Club went b.uk to the eii^Iiteen-sixties. 
Founded by a posse of young sparks, s(h ial and political, as 
a convenient pi,ice in wliich to smoulder, while qualifying 
for the heartlis of Snooks', The Remove, The W'ayf.irers, 
Burton’s, Ostrich Feather, and other more peim.inent 
resorts, the Club had, chiellv owing to a remark.ible chfj in 
its early days, acquired a stability and di tinciion of its own 
It still, however, retained a cert.iin resemblance to its n.ime, 
and this was its attraction to Michtiel--all sorts ol people 
belonged. From Wtilier N.i/.ing, and young semi-writers 
and patrons of the stage, who went to Venice, .ind t.ilked of 
being amorous in gondol.is, or of how so-.md-so ought to be 
made love to; from such to bottle-bruslud demi g>*nerals, 
who h.id sat on tourts-marti.d .md shot men out of hand 
for the moment,iry we.ilcness'"- of hum.at nature; from 
Wilfrid Desert (who never c.'une there now) to M.uirice 
Elderson, in the card-room, he could meet tliem .ill, ami 
take the teniper.itlire of moden itv. He w.is doing this in 
the Hotch-potch smoking-room, tin- kite afteinoon but one 
after Fleur had come into his bed. when he wa-> informed : 

“ A Mr. Forsyte, sir, in the h.dl for you. Not 'lie member 
we had here m.iny ye,.rs before he died; his cousin, I 
think.” 

Conscious that his associates .it the moment would not be 
his father-in-law's " dre.im,” nor he ihei’- . Mich.iel went out, 
and found Soames on the weighing machine. 

“ I don’t vary,” he said, looking up. “ How’s Fleur f ” 
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went through Soames. This seemed a monstroae thing tn 
have to put to a man of his own age and breeding. But 
young Butterfield’s eyes—^so honest and doglike ! Invent a 
thing like that —was it possible ? He said abruptly: 

“ Is that door shut ? ” 

“ Yes ; do you feel a draught ? ” said the manager. 
“ Would yon like a fire f ” 

“No, thank you,” said Soames. “The fact is, Mr. 
Elderson, a young man in this olfice came to me yesterday 
with a very queer story. Mont and I think you should 
hear it.” 

Accustomed to watching people’s eyes, Soames had the 
Impression of a (ilin (sucli .is passes over the eyes of parrots) 
passing over the eyes of the manager. It was gone at once, 
if, indeed, it h.id ever been. 

“ By all means.” 

Ste.idily, with th.it power he had over his nerves when it 
came to a point, and almost word for word, Soames repeated 
a story which he h.id committed to heart in the watches of 
the night. He concKuled with: 

“ You’d like him in, no doubt. His name is Butterfield.” 
During the recital Sir Lawrence h.id done nothing but 
scrutinise his finger nails ; he now said : 

“ V’on h.ul to be told, Elderson.” 

“ Natur.illv.” 

The manag-r was crossing to the hell. The pink in his 
cheeks looked harder ; his teeth showed, they h.id a pointed 
look. 

“ Ask Mr. Butterfield to come here.” 

There follow i d a minute of elaborate inattention to each 
other. Then the vonng m.iti came in, neat, commonplace, 
with his eyes on the m.in.iger’s face. Soames had a moment 
of compunction. This young fellow held his life in his hands, 
as it were—one ot the great army who made their living out 
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** Ho, ho! Jolly! If I got him a place, would he— 
would he be doing his duty again, do you thiink ? ” 

“ I am serious,” said Soamcs ; “ the young man is on my 
mind.” 

“ Yes,” said Michael, ruminative, “ the first thing in such 
a case is to get him on to some one elsc’s. sharp. Could I 
see him ? ” 

“ I told him to step round and see you to-night after 
dinner. I thought you'd prefer to look him over in private 
before considering him for your otlice.” 

“ Very thoughtful of you, sir ! There’s just otie thing. 
Don’t you think I ought to know the duly he did -in confi¬ 
dence f I don’t see how I c.in avoid putting my loot into 
my mouth without, do you ? ” 

Soames stared at his son-in-l.nv’s face, where the mouth 
was wide ; for the nth time it inspin'd in him a certain liking 
and confidence ; it looked so honest. 

“Well,” he said, going to the door and ascertaining 
that it was opaque, “ thi.s is matter for .i criminal sl.inder 
action, so for your own s.ike as well as mine you will keep 
it strictly to yourself ” ; and in a low voice he rcl.iiled the 
facts. 

“ As I expected,” he ended, “ the young m in c.tme to me 
again this morning. He is n.it orally up--ei. 1 w.ini to keep 
my hand on him. Without knowing more, I c.in't m.ike up 

my mind whether to go further or not. Besides-” 

Soames hesittited ; to cl.dm a good motive was repulsive to 
him : “ I—it seems h.ird on him. He’s been getting three 
hundred and fifty.” 

“ D.ished hard ! ” said Michael. “ I say, Elderson’s a 
member here.” 

Soames looked with renewed suspicion at the door—it still 
seemed opaque, and he said : “ The deuce he is ! Uo you 
know liira ? ” 
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* I shall require to know more about that young man,* 
he thought. 

The manager’s voice again cut through. 

“ I’ve been thinking over what you said yesterday, Mr. 
Forsyte, about an action lying against the Board for 
negligence. There’s nothing in that; our policy has been 
fully disclosed to the shareholders at two general meetings, 
and has passed without comment. The shareholders are 
just as responsible as the Board.” 

“ H’m ! ” said Soamcs, and took up his hat. “ Are you 
coming, Mont ? ” 

As if summoned from a long distance. Sir Lawrence 
galvanitically refixed his monocle. 

“ It’s been very distasteful,” he said ; “ you must forgive 
us, Eldcrson. You had to be told. I don’t think that 
young man can be quite all there—he had a peculiar look; 
but we can’t have this sort of thing, of course. Good-bye, 
Elderson.” 

Placing their hats on their heads simultaneously the two 
walked out. They walked some way without speaking. 
Then Sir Lawrence said : 

“ Butterfield ? My brother-in-law has a head gardener 
c.alled Butterfield—qtiite a good fellow. Ought we to look 
into that young man, Forsyte ? ’’ 

“ Yes,” said Soames, “ leave him to me.” 

“ I sh.ill be very glad to. The fact is, when one has been 
at school with a man, one has a feeling, don’t you know.” 

Soamcs gave vent to a sudden outburst. 

“ You can’t trust any one now.adays, it seems to me,” he 
said. “ It comes of—well, I don’t know what it comes of. 
But I’ve not done with this matter yet.” 
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Now why f ’ He spread his hands out beliind him to the fire, 
rubbing them together like a fly that has been in treacle. 
If one couldn’t tell what was passing in the mind of one’s own 
wife in one’s own house, how on earth could one tell anything 
from the face of a stranger, and lu one of the closest bits of 
mechanism in the world—an Engli.sh gentleman of business ! 
If only life were like ‘‘ The Idiot ” or “ 'I’lie llrothers 
Karamazov,” and everybody went about turning out their 
inmost hearts at the tops of their voices ! If only club card- 
rooms had a dash of epilepsy in their com|'0'ition ! But - 
nothing ! Nothing ! The world was fidl of wonderful s<-cret.s 
which everybody kept to themselves without captious or 
close-ups to give them away ! 

A footman came in, looked at the lire, stood a moment 
expressionless as a stork, waiting for an order to ping out, 
staccato, through the hum, turned and went .iway. 

Mechanism ! Everywhere —mechanism ! Devices for 
getting away from life so complete that there .seemed no 
life to get away from. 

‘ It’s all,’ he thought, ‘ awfully like .1 man sending a 
registered letter to himself. .\nd perli.ip. it’s jnsi as well. 
Is ” life ” a good tiling—is it ? Do I w.oit to see “ life ” 
raw again i ’ 

Elder.son was rented now, .ind Mich.iel h.id a pet feet view 
of the back of his he.id. It discloscvl nothing. 

‘ I’m no sleuth,’ he thought ; ‘ there ought to be some¬ 
thing in the way he doesn’t part his hair behind.’ And, 
getting off the fender, he went home. 

At dinner he caught one of hi,s own looks at Fleur and 
didn’t like it. Sleuth ! And yet how not tr)' to know what 
were the real thoughts and fi eliugs of one who h' lil his In-.irt. 
like an accordion, and made it squeak and gro.in at pleasure ! 

“ I saw the model you sent Aubrey yestcrd.iy,” she said. 
“ She didn’t say anything about the clothes, but she looked 



“Very well, thank you, sir." 

“ I’m at Green Street. I stayed up about a young man. 
Have you any vacancy in your office for a derk—used to 
figures. I want a job for him.” 

“ Come in here, sir,” said Michael, entering a small room. 

Soames followed and looked round him. 

“ Wh.n do you call this f ” he said. 

“ Well, we call it ‘ the grave ’; it’s nice and quiet. Will 
you have a sherry f ” 

“ Sherry ! ” repeated Soames. “ You young people think 
you’ve invented sherry ; when I was a boy no one dreamed 
of dining without a glass of dry sherry with his soup, and a 
glass of fine old sherry with his sweet. Sherry ! ” 

“ I quite believe you, sir. There really is nothing new. 
Venice, for instance—wasn’t that the fashion, too; and 
knitting, and royalties f It’s all cyclic. Has your young 
man had the bird i ” 

Soames stared. “ I know nothing about a bird. His 
name is Butterfield ; he wants a job.” 

“ That’s frightfully rife ; we get applications every day. 
I don’t want to be swanky, but ours is a rather specialised 
business. It has to do with books.” 

“ He strikes me as capable, orderly, and civil ; I don’t 
see what more you want in a clerk. He writes a good hand, 
and, so far .ts I can see, he tells the truth.” 

“ Th.it’s important, of course,” said Michael ; “ but is he 
a good liar as well f I mean, 'here’s more likely to be some¬ 
thing in the travelling line ; selling special editions, and that 
kind of thing. Could you open up about him a bit ? Any¬ 
thing human is to do good—I don’t say old Danby would 
appreciate th.it, but he needn’t know.” 

“ H’ra ! Well—he—er—did his duty—quite against his 
interest—in fact, it’s ruination for liim. He seems to be 
married and to have two children.” 
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" I’ve only seen her once,” he added, and then she was 
dressed.” 

“ I’m not jealous, Mich.ael.” 

‘ No,’ he thought. ‘ I wish to he.iven vou wet - ! ’ 

The words ; “ A young man called lluttcrlill to see you, 
sir,” were like the turning of a key in a cell door. 

In the hall the young m.m “ called Hutterfill ” was 
engaged in staring .it Ting-.i-Iing. 

‘ Judging by his eyes,’ thought Mich.icl, ‘ he's more of a 
dog than that little Djinn ! ’ 

“ Come up to my stuily,” he said, " it's cold down here 
My f.ithcr-in-law tells me you want .1 job.” 

“ Yes, sir,’' said the young m.m. fullouiug up iln- st.iirs 

“Take a pew,” s.ild Miili.iel ; “and .1 iig.irette. Now 
then ! 1 know all .ibout the turmoil. Krom your 

moustache, ton were in the w.ir, I suppo-.e. like me ? As 
between fellow-snlTerers : L your story (kK. ? ” 

“God's trutli, sir; I only wi^h it w.isn’t. I'd nothing 
to gain and everything to lose. I'd h.ive doin- better to 
hold mv longue. It's his word .igainst 11 ine, .md here I am 
in the street. Th.it u;is tny first job sitm the war, so I can 
whistle for a reference.” 

“ Wife and two children, I thiiik ? ” 

“ Yes. and I'vf put ihiin in the cart for the sake of my 
conscience ! It’s the last time I'll do that, 1 know. What 
did it matter to me, wh- tlu’r tin Society w.is cheated ? My 
wife’s quite right, I w.i' .1 fool, sir.” 

“ Probably,” s.iid .Micluiel. “ Do you know anything 
about book, ? ” 

“ Yes, sir ; I’m a good book-keeper.” 

“ HoK M'lscs ! Our job IS getting lid of them. My firm 
are publishers. We were thit.king of putliiig on an extr.i 
trtiveller. Is your tongue persuasive f ” 

The young man smiled wanly. 



•94 


THE WHITE MONKEY 


“ I’ve played bridge with him,” said Michael; “hc’j. 
taken some of the best off me—snorting good player.” 

“ Ah ! ” said Soames—^he never played cards himself. 
“ I can’t take this young man into my own firm for obvious 
reasons ; but I can trust you.” 

Michael touched his forelock. 

“ Frightfully bucked, sir. Protection of the poor—some 
sleuth, too. I’ll sec him to-night, and let you know what I 
can wangle.” 

Soames nodded. Good Gad ! ’ he thought; ‘ what 
jargon ! . . . ’ 

The interview served Michael the good turn of taking his 
thoughts off himself. Temperament.dly he sided already 
with the young man Butterfield ; and, lighting a cigarette, 
he went into tlie card-room. Sitting on the high fender, he 
was impressed—the room was squ.irc, and within it were 
three square c.ird tables, set askew to the walls, with three 
triangles of card players. 

‘ If only,’ thought Michael, ‘ the fourth player sat under 
the table, the pattern would he complete. It's having the 
odd player loose that spoils the cubes.’ And with something 
of a thrill he saw that Rlderson was a fourth player ! Sharp 
and impressive, he was engaged in applying a knife to the 
f'nd of a cigar. Gosh ! what sealed hoolcs fac<;s were ! 
Each with p.ages and pages of private thoughts, interests, 
schemes, fancies, passions, hopes and fears ; and down came 
death—splosh !- -and a creature wiped out, like a fly on .1 
wall, and nobody an\- more could see its little close mecha¬ 
nism working away for its own ends, in its own privacy 
and its own import.ince ; nobody any more could speculate 
on whctl’.er it was a clean or a dirty little bit of work. Hard 
to tell 1 They ran in all shapes ! Elderson, for instance— 
was he a nasty mess, or just a lamb of God who didn’t look 
it ? ‘ Somehow,’ thought Michael, * I feel he’s a womaniser. 
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Michael stood up and held out his hand, 
took it with a queer reverentir.l little how. 
he was out in the street ; and Miehael 
thinking : ‘ Pity is tripe 1 Clean forgot I 


The young man 
A minute later 
in the ha'l was 
was a sleuth ! 
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ever to: What a face, Michael! Where did you ooma 
across her ? ” 

Thror{;h Michael sped the thoi’ght : ‘ Could I make hei 
jealous f ’ And he was shocked at it. A low-down thought- 
mean and ornery ! “ She blew in,” he said. “ Wife of a little 
packer we had who took to snooping—er—hooks. He sells 
balloons now ; they want money badly.” 

“ I see. Did you know that Aubrey’s going to paint her 
in the nude r " 

“ Phew ! No ! I thought she’d lool: good on a wrapper. 
I say ! Ought 1 to stop that ? ” 

Fleur smiled. “ It's more money and her look-out. It 
doesn’t matter to you, doe.s it ? ” 

Ag.iin that thought ; .ig.iin the recoil from it ! 

“ Only,” he said, “ that her hushand is a decent little 
snipe for a snooj’er, .and I don’t want to be more sorry for 
him.” 

“ She won’t tell him, of course.” 

She said it so naturally, so simply, that the words dis¬ 
closed a wliole .itlitude of mind. One diilu’t tell one’s tnate 
what would tease the poor brute .' He saw by the flutter 
of her white eveliils that she .d'o realised the give-awat'. 
Should he follow it up, tell her wh.at jime I'orsyle h.id told 
hitn—have it all out—all out .’ Hut with wh.it purpose— 
to what end ? Would it change tilings, ii.abe her love him ? 
Would it do .inyihlng hut h.trass her a little more ; and give 
him tlio sense th.tt he h.id lost his wichet trying to drive 
her to the p.tvilion r No! Better adopt the principle of 
secrecy she had unwittingly declared her own, bile on ir, 
and grin. He mnttered ; 

‘‘ I’m .ifraid lie’ll lind her rather thin.” 

Her eves were briglit and steady ; and .again he was 
worried hy that low-dowa thought: 'Could he make 
her- r 
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and shuddered a little. Had she blinded Michael with her 
kisses 1 Blinded him to—what ? To her inc.ipacity for 
passion ? 

‘ But I’m not incapable,’ she thought; ‘ I’m not. Some 
day I’ll show him; I’ll show them . 11 .* She looked up at 
“ the Goya ” hanging opposite. W’li.it gripiung deiei min.i- 
tion in the painting—wh.it intensity of lile in the bl.iek eyes 
of a rather raddled d.ime ! Shf would know wh.it she 
wanted, and get it, too ! No compromise .ind uncert.iinty 
there—no capering round life, wondering wh.it it me.inr, 
and whether it was worth while, nothing but h.ird living for 
the sake of living ! 

Fleur put her li.tnds where her flesh ended, and her dress 
began. Wasn’t she as warm and fti m—\ es, .uul ten times 
as pretty, as th.tt fine and evil-looking Spanish d iiiie, with 
the black eyes and the wonderful lace ? And, turning her 
back on the picture, she wetit into the h.ill. Mii h.iel’s voice 
and another’s ! They were coming down ! She slipj'ed 
across into the drawing-room and look up the tii.itiuscnpt 
of a book of poems, on whieh she w.ts to i;ivi‘ Mn h.iel her 
opinion. She sat, not reading, wonderiiig if hew re coming 
in. She heard the front door close. No ! He h.id gone 
out ! A relief, yet cltillittg ! Micli.u I not w.irm an 1 clua rful 
in the house—if it were to go oti, it would be we.iriiig. She 
curled herself up and trii d to re.id. Dre.iry I’oi nis- -free 
verse, blank, introspective, all .ibout the author’s inside ! 
No lift, no lilt ! Dud.s ! She seemed to h.ive le.id them a 
dozen times before. She lay quite still--listening to the 
click and flutter of the burning logs ! If the light were out 
she might go to sleep. She turned it off, and c.mie h.trk to 
the settee. She could see herself sitting there, a piiturc in 
the firelight ; see how lonely she look'd, pretty, p.uhe'ic, 
with everything she wished for, and—tiothing ! Her lip 
curled. She could even see her own spoib^d-ciaid itigraii- 


O 
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“ I don’t know, sir.” 

“ Well, look here,” said Michael, carried away by the look 
in his eyes, “ it’s all a question of a certain patter. But, of 
course, that’s got to be learned. I gather that you’re not 
a reader.” 

“ Well, sir, not a great reader.” 

“ That, perhaps, is fortunate. What you would have to 
do is to impress on the poor brutes who sell books that every 
one of the books on your list—say about thirty-five—^is 
necessary in large numbers to his business. It’s lucky 
you’ve just chucked your conscience, because, as a matter 
of fact most of them won’t be. I’m afraid there’s nowhere 
you could go to get lessons in persuasion, but you can 
imagine the sort of tiling, and if you like to come here for 
an hour or two tliis week. I’ll put you wise about our 
authors, and ready you up to go before Peter.” 

“ Before Peter, sir ? ” 

“ The Johnny with the keys ; luckily it’s Mr. Winter, not 
Mr. Danby ; I believe I could get him to let you in for a 
month’s trial.” 

“ Sir, I’ll try my very best. My wife knows about books, 
she could help me a lot. I can’t tell you what I think of your 
kindness. The fact is, being out of a job has put the wind 
up me properly. I’ve not been able to save with two 
children ; it’s like the end of the world.” 

Right-o, then ! Come here to-morrow evening at nine, 
and I’ll stuff you. I believe you’ve got the f.icc for the job, 
if you can get the patter. Only one book in twenty is a 
necessity really, the rest are luxuries. Your stunt will be 
to make them believe the nineteen are necessaries, and the 
twentieth a luxury that they need. It’s like food or clothes, 
or anything else in civilisation.” 

“ Yes, sir, 1 quite understand.” 

“ All right, then. Good-night, and good luck ! ” 
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seemed to her, lying there so still, that not to see herseK 
would be worse than anything. And she felt that to feel 
this was to acknowledge herself caged for ever. 

Ting-a-ling growled, turning his nose towards the windows. 
“ In here,” he seemed to say, “ we arc cosy ; we think of the 
past. We have no use for anything outside. Kindly go 
away—whoever it is out there ! ” And ag.iin he growled— 
a low, continuous sound. 

“ What is it. Ting f ” 

Ting-a-ling rose on his fore-legs, with muzile pointed at 
the window. 

“ Do you want your walk ? ” 

“ No,” said the growl. 

Fleur picked him up. “ Don’t be so silly! ” And she 
went to the window. The curtains were closely drawn ; 
rich, Chinese, lined, they excluded the night. Fleur m.ide a 
chink with one hand, and started back. Against the pane 
was a face, the forehead pressed against the gl.iss, tile eyes 
closed, as if it had been there a long time. In the d.irk it 
seemed featureless, vaguely pale. She felt the dog’s body 
stiffen under her arm—she felt his silence. Her heart 
pumped. It was ghastly—face without body. 

Suddenly the forehe.id was withdrawn, the eyes opened. 
She saw—the face of Wilfrid. Could he sec in— see lier 
peering out from the d.irkened room ? Quivering all over, 
she let the curtains fall to. Beckon ? Let him in ? Go out 
to him ? Wavehimaway? Her heart beat furiously. How 
long had he been out there—like a ghost ? Wh.it did he 
want of her ? She dropped Ting-a-ling with a flump, and 
pressed her hands to her forehead, trying to clear confusion 
from her brain. And suddenly she stepp'd forward and 
flung the curtains apart. No face ! Nothing ! He was 
gone ! The dark, draughty square—not a soul in it ! Had 
he ever been—or was the face her fancy ? But Ting-a-ling ! 
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When Michael rose from the refectory table, Fleur had 
risen, too. Two days and more since she left Wilfrid’s 
rooms, and she had not recovered zest. The rifling of the 
oyster Life, the garlanding of London’s rarer flowers which 
kept colour in her cheeks, seemed stale, unprofitable. Those 
three hours, when from shock off Cork Street she came 
straight to shocks in her own drawing-room, had dislocated 
her so that she had settled to nothing since. The wound 
re-opened by Holly had nearly healed again. Dead lion 
beside live donkey cuts but dim figure. But she could not 
get hold again of—what } That was the trouble: What ? 
For two whole days she had been trying. Michael was still 
strange, Wilfrid still lost, Jon still buried alive, and nothing 
seemed novel under the sun. The only object that gave her 
satisfaction during those two dreary, disillusioned d.tys was 
the new white monkey. The more she looked at it, the more 
Chinese it seemed. It summed up the satirical truth of which 
.she was perhaps subconscious, that all her little modern 
veerings and flutterings and rushings after the future showed 
that she believed in ntuhing but tlie past. The age had over¬ 
done it and must go back to ancestry for f.iith. Like a little 
bright fish out of a warm bay, making a splash in chill, 
strange waters, Fleur felt a subtle nostalgia. 

In her Sp.mish room, alone with her own feelings, she 
stared at the porcelain fruits. They glowed, cold, uneatable! 
She took one up. Meant for a p.ission fruit f Alas I Poor 
passion 1 She dropped it with a dull clink on to the pyramid. 


too 
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Aftf* missing his vocation witli the yontig man Butter¬ 
field, Michael had hesitated in the hall. At la-.t he h.id not 
gone upstairs again, hut quietly out. He w.ilk-d past the 
Houses of Parliament and up Whitehall. In 'I’r.if.ilg ir 
Square, it occurred to him th.it he h id .i f.uher. Bart might 
be at Snooks’, The Coffee House, Tlie Aemplane ; ,md, with 
the thought, ‘ He’d be restful,’he sought the most modern 
of the three. 

“ Yes, Sir I.awrence Mont is in the loui'ee, sir.” 

He was sitting with knees crossed, .uul a cigar between 
his finger-tips, waiting for some one to t.ilk to. 

“ Ah ! Michael! C.m you tell me w hy I come here f ” 

“ To wail for the end of the world, sir ? ” 

Sir Lawrence sniggered. “ An ide.i,” he s.iid. “When the 
skies are wrecking civilisation,ihis will be the best-informed 
tape in I^ondon. The wish to be in at the death is perh.ips 
the strongest of our passions, Miidmel. I .should very much 
dislike being blown up, especially after dinner; but I should 
Still more dislike missing the ne.\t show, if it’s to be a re.illy 
good one. The air raids were great fun, after :ill.” 

Michael sighed. 

“ Yes,” he said, “ the war got us used to thinking of the 
millennium, and then it went and stopped, and left the 
millennium hanging over us. Now we shall never be h.ippy 
till we get it. Can I take one of your cigars, sir i ” 

“ My dear fellow! I’ve been reading Fraser again. 
Extraordinary how remote all superstition seems, now that 
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tude. And what was worse, she could see herself seeing it— 
a triple-disiilledmodern.so subtly arranged in life-tight com¬ 
partments that she could not be submerged. If only some¬ 
thing would blow in out of the unkempt cold, out of the 
waste and wilderness of a London whose flowers she plucked. 
The firelight—soft, uncertain—searched out spots and cor¬ 
ners of her Chinese room, as on a stage in one of those scenes, 
seductive and mysterious, where one waited, to the sound ol 
tambourines, for the next moment of the plot. She reached 
out and took a cigarette. She could see herself lighting it, 
blowing out the smoke—her own half-curled fingers, her 
parted lips, her white rounded arm. She was decorative ! 
Well, and wasn’t that all that mattered ? To be decorative, 
and make little decorations ; to be pretty in a world that 
wasn’t pretty 1 In “ Copper Coin ” there was a poem of a 
flicker-lit room, and a spoiled Columbine before the fire, and 
a H.irlequin hovering without, like “ the spectre of the rose.” 
And suddenly, without w'arning, Fleur’s heart ached. It 
ached definitely, raiher horiibly, and, slipping down on to 
till, floor before the fire, she snuggled her face .against Ting-a- 
ling. ’I’he Chinese dog raised his head—Ids black eyes lurid 
ill the glow. 

He Hiked her check, and turned his nose away. Huf ! 
Powder ! But Fleur lay like the dead. And she saw herself 
lying—the curve of her hip, the chestnut glow in her short 
hair ; she heard the steady beat of her heart. Get up ! Go 
out 1 Do something ! But what—what was worth doing ? 
What h.td any meaning in it ? She saw herself doing— 
extravagant things; nursing sick women ; tending pale 
babies ; making a speech in Parliament ; riding a steeple¬ 
chase ; hoeing turnips in knickerbockers—decorative. And 
she lay perfectly still, bound by the filaments of her self¬ 
vision. So long as she saw herself she would do nothing— 
she knew it—for notldng would be worth doing 1 And it 
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trick worth twenty of any played in the war—an cTtra- 
ordinarily valuable fellow. The Government have c >t iheir 
eye on him. He’ll help the other valu.ible fellows in Fr.uice 
and Germany and America and Russia to in iki- liisinry. 
Between them, they’ll do someihini,' really proud—something 
that’ll knock all the other achievements of man into a 
cocked hat. By the way, Michael, new device of * Homo 
sapiens ’—the cocked hat.” 

“Well,” said Michael, “what are yon going to do about it ?” 

Sir Lawrence’s eyebrow sought hi-' hair. 

“ Do, my dear fellow f What shoul.l I do f Can I go out 
and grab him and the Government by the shuk of their 
breeches ; yes, and all the valu.ible fellows .ind (lovern- 
ments of the other countries ? No! All I c.in do i-. in smoke 
my cigar and say : ‘ God rest you, m<-rry gentlemen, let 

nothing you dismay! ’ By hook or crot'K*, they will tome 
into their own, Michael ; but in the norin.il coui.se of things 
I shall be dead before they do.” 

“ I shan’t,” said Michael. 

“No, my dear; but think of the explosions, the sights, 
the smells. By Jove, you've got sonu ihiug to live for, yet. 
Sometimes I wish I were your age. And sometiuies,” Sit 
Lawrence relighted his cigar, “ 1 don’t. Sometimes I think 
I’ve had enough of our pretences, and th.it there s nothing 
left but to die like gentlemen.” 

“ Some Jeremiad, Dad ! ” 

“Well,” s.aid Sir Lawrence, with a twitl of his little 
grizzled moustache, “ I hope I’m wrong. But we’re driving 
fast to a condition of things when millions can be killed by 
the pressing of a few buttons. Wh.it reason is there to 
suppose that our bumps of benevolence will incp- ise in tim - 
to Stop our using these great new toys of destruction, 
Michael! ” 

“ ‘ Where you know little, place terrors.’ ” 
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Dogs had no fancies. He had gone back to the fire and 
settled down again. 

‘ It’s not my fault,’ she thought passionately. ‘ It’s 
not ! I didn’t want him to love me. I only wanted his— 

his_! ’ Ag.dn she sank down before the fire. “ Oh ! 

Ting, have a feeling heart ! ” But the Cliiiicse dog, mindful 
of the flump, made no response. . . . 
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against the valuable fellows. An insistent urge—lest the 
race die out. Prosaic, if true ! Not th.tt he c.ired whether 
Fleur had children. Queer how N.iture c.imouil.tged her 
schemes—leery old bird ! But overrc.ichiiij» herself a bit, 
wasn’t she i Children might yet go cle.in out of fashion 
if Bart was right. A very little more would do it ; who 
would have children for the mere pleasure of seeing them 
blown up, poisoned, starved to death i A few fan.itics 
would hold on, the rest of tlie world go barren. The cocked 
hat ! Instinctively Michael straightened his own, ready 
for crossing under Big Ben. He had reade d the centre of 
Parliament Square, vthen a figure coining towards him 
swerved svddenly to its loft and made in the direciion of 
Victoria. Tall, with a swing in its walk. W’ilfiid ! Mich.iei 
stood still. Coming from—South Square i And suddenly 
he gave chase. He did not run, but he I'.alked his hardest. 
The blood beat in his temples, and he felt confused to a 
pitch past bearing. Wilfrid must h.ave seen him, or he 
wouldn’t have swerved, wouldn’t be legging it away like a 
demon. Black !—black ! He w-.is not gaining, Wilfrid had 
the legs of him—to overtake him, he must run ! But there 
rose in Michael a sort of exaltation. His best friend—his 
wife ! There was a limir. One might be too proud to fight 
that. Let him go his ways ! He stood still, w.itched the 
swift figure disappear, and slowly, head down under the now 
cocked hat, turned towards home. He walked quite 
quietly, and with a sense of finality. No use making a song 
about it ! No fuss, but no retreat ! In the tew hurtidred 
yards before he reached his Square he was chiefly conscious 
of the tallness of houses, the shortness of men. Such 
midgets to have made this monstrous pile, lighted it so th.it 
it shone in an enormous glittering he.ip whose glow blurred 
the colour of the sky ! What a v.ist business this midget 
activity f Absurd to think that his love fur another midget 
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we’ve reached the ultimate truth: That enlightenment 
never can prevail.” 

Michael stopped the lighting of his cigar. 

“ Do you really tliink that, sir ? ” 

“ What else can one think ? Who can have any reason¬ 
able doubt now that with the aid of mechanics the head¬ 
strong part of man must do him in ? It’s an unavoidable 
conclusion from all recent facts. ‘ Per ardua ad astra* 
‘ Through hard knocks we shall see stars.’ ” 

“ But it’s always been like that, sir, and here we are 
alive ? ” 

“ They say so, but I doubt it. I fancy we’re really dead, 
Michael. I fancy we’re only living in the past. I don’t 
think—no, I don’t think we can be said to expect a future. 
We talk of it, but I hardly think we hope for one. Under¬ 
neath our protestations we subconsciously deduce. From 
the mess we’ve made of it these last ten years, we can feel 
the far greater mess we shall make of it in the next thirty. 
Human nature can argue the hind leg oti a donkey, but the 
donkey will be four-legged at the end of the discussion.” 

Michael sat down suddenly and said : 

“ You’re a bad, bold Bart.” 

Sir Lawrence smiled. 

“ I should be glad to think that men really believed in 
humanity, and all that, but you know they don’t—they 
believe in novelty and getting their own way. With rare 
exceptions they’re still monkeys, especially the scientific 
variety ; .md when you put gunpowder and a lighted match 
into the paws of monkeys, they blow themselves up to see 
the fun. Monkeys are only safe when deprived of means to 
be otherwise.” 

IJvely, that! ” said Michael. 

“ Not livelier than the occasion warrants, my dear boy. 
I’ve been thinking. We’ve got a member here who knows a 
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thnt s sU. His face it—Oh ! Michael, don't be wnkind 
to-night ! ” 

Unkind ! Unkind ! Michael’s heart swelled at that 
strange word. 

“ It’s all right.” he stammorecl : “ So long as you tcU me 
what it is you want.” 

Fleur said, without moving ; 

“ I want to be comforted.” 

Ah 1 She knew exactly what to sav. liow' to .say it ! And 
going on Iris knees, he began to comfort her. 
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“ Wry nice ; where did you get that i ” 

“ Out of a life of Christopher Columbus.” 

“ Old C.C.! I could bring myself to wish sometimes that 
he hudii’t been so deucedly inquisitive. We were snugger 
in the dark ages. There was something to be said for not 
discovering the Yanks.” 

“ Well,” said Michael, “ / think we shall pedal through, 
yet. By the way, about this Elderson stunt; I’ve just seen 
the clerk—he doesn’t look to me the sort that would have 
made that up.” 

“ Ah ! That! But if Elderson could do such a thing, 
well—really, anything might happen. It’s a complete 
stumper. He was such a pretry bat, always went in first 
wicket down. He and I put on fifty-four against Eton. I 
suppose old Forsyte told you i ” 

“ Yes, he wanted me to find the ch.ap a job.” 

” Butterfield. Ask him if he’s related to old Butterfield 
the gardener f It would be something to go on. D’you 
find old Forsyte rather trying ? ” 

Loyal U) Fleur, Mieh.iel concealed his lips. “ No, I get 
on very well with him.” 

“ He’s straight, I admit that.” 

“ Yes,” said Michael, “ very str.aight,” 

“ But somewhat reticent.” 

« Yes,” said Michael. 

On this conclusion they were silent, as though terrors had 
been pi.iced beyond it. And soon Michael rose. 

“ Bast ten. I’d better go home.” 

Returning the way he came, he could think of nothing 
but W’iltiid. What wouldn’t he give to hear him say : “It’s 
all right, old man ; I’ve got over it ! ”—to wring him by the 
hand .ig.iin. Why should one catch this fatal disease called 
love f Why should one be driven halt crary by it I They 
said love was Nature’s provision against Bait’s terrors, 
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at the curtains. Night of stars ! Wonderful world ! Jolly- 
jolly ! And—Wilfrid ! He flattened his face against the 
glass. Outside there Wilfrid’s h.ui hecn flattened. lie could 
see it if he shut bU eyes. Not fair ! Dog lost—man lost 1 
S.O.S. He went into the hall, and from the moihless 
marble coffer rived his thickest coat. He took the lirst taxi 
that came by. 

“ Cork Street! Get .along ! ” Needle in bundle of hay ! 
Quarter past eleven by Hig Ben ! Tlie intense reli<f of his 
whole being in that jolting cab seemed to him brutal. 
Salvation ! It was —he h.id a str.mge certainty of that as 
though he saw Fleur suddenly “close-up ’’ in a very strong 
light, concrete beneath her graceful veerings. Family 1 
Continuation ! He had been unable to anchor her, for he 
was not of her ! But her chilil could and would ! And, 
perhaps, he would yet come in with the milk. Why did he 
love her so—it was not done ! W'ilfiiii and he were donkeys 
—out of touch, out of tune with the times ! 

“ Here you are, sir—what number f ” 

“ All right ! Cool your heels and wait for me ! Have a 
cig.irette ! ’’ 

With one between his own lips which felt so dry, he went 
down the backwater. 

A light in \\ ilfrid’s rooms ! He rang the bell. The door 
was opened, the face of Wilftid’s man hx^ked forth. 

“ Yes, sir i ” 

“ Mr. Desert in f ” 

“ No, sir. Mr. Desert has just started for the East. His 
ship sails to-morrow.” 

“ Oh ! ” said .Mich.iel, blankly : “ Where from ? ” 

“Plymouth, sir. His train leaves P.idJington at mid¬ 
night. You might catch him yet.” 

“ It’s very sudden,” said Mich.iel, “ he never-” 

“ No, sir. Mr. Desert is a sudden gcjtlleinan.” 
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mattered ! He turned his key in the lock, took off his 
cocked hat and went into the drawing-room. Unlighted— 
empty ? No. She and Ting-a-!ing were on the floor before 
the fire ! He sat down on the settee, and was abruptly 
conscious that he was trembling and sweating as if he had 
smoked a too strong cigar. Fleur had raised herself, cross- 
legged, and was staring up at him. He waited to get the 
better of his trembling. Why didn’t she speak ? Why was 
she sitting there, in the dark f ‘ She knows ’; he thought; 
‘ we both know this is the end. O God, let me behave like 
a sport! ’ He took a cushion, put it behind him, crossed 
his legs, and leaned back. Flis voice surprised him 
suddenly : 

“ May I ask you something, Fleur f And will you please 
answer me quite truly ? ” 

“ Yes.” 

“ It’s this : I know you didn’t love me when you married 
me. 1 don’t think you love me now. Do you want me to 
clear out f ” 

A long time seemed to pass. 

“ No.” 

“ Do you mean that ? ” 

“ Yes.” 

“ Why ? ” 

“ Because I don’t.” 

Michael got up. 

“ Will you answer one thing more f ** 

“ Yes.” 

“ Was Wilfrid here to-night f ” 

“ Yes—no. That is-” 

His hands clutched each other ; he saw her eyes fix on 
them, and kept them still. 

“ Fleur, don’t! ” 

“ I’m not. He came to the vkindow there. I saw his face 
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“ Thanks,” he said, and took th# match. By its flare his 
face was dark, thin, drawn; his eyes dark, deep, tired. 
Michael leaned in the window. Neither spoke. 

“ Take your seat, if you’re going, sir.” 

“ I’m not,” said Michael. His whole inside seemed turn¬ 
ing over. 

“ Where are you going, old man ? ” he said suddenly. 

“ Jericho.” 

“ God, Wilfrid, I’m sorry ! ” 

Desert smiled. 

“ Cut it out! ” 

“ Yes, I know ! Shake hands ? ” 

Desert held out his hand. 

Michael squeezed it hard. 

A whistle sounded. 

Desert rose suddenly and turned to the rack above him. 
He took a parcel from a bag. “ Here,” he said, “ these 
wretched things ! Publish them if you like.” 

Something clicked in Michael’s throat. 

“ Th.anks, old man ! Thar’s great ! Good-bye ! ” 

A sort of beauty came into Desert’s face. 

“ So long ! ” he said. 

The train moved. Michael withdrew his elbows; quite 
still, he stared at the motionless figure slowly bttrne along, 
away. Carriage after carriage went by him, full of blue¬ 
jackets leaning out, clamouring, singing, waving handker¬ 
chiefs and bottles. Guard’s van now—the tail light—all 
spread—a crimson blur—setting East—going—going—gone! 

And that was all—was it ? He thrust the parcel into his 
coat pocket. Back to Fleur, now ! Way of the world—one 
man’s meat, another’s poison ! He passed his hand over his 
eyes. The dashed tilings were full of—blurb I 



CHAPTER XII 
Going East 

He hnd not been on his knees many minutes before they 
suffered from reaction. To kneel there comforting Fleur 
brought him a growing discomfort. He believed her to-night, 
as he had not believed her for months past. But what 
was Wilfrid doing F Where wandering ? The face at the 
window—f.ice without voice, without attempt to reach her! 
Michael ached in that illegitimate organ the heart. With¬ 
drawing his arms, he stood up. 

“ Would you like me to have a look for him ? If it’s all 

over—he might— I might-” 

Fleur, too, stood up. She was calm enough now. 

“ Yes, I’ll go to bed.” With Ting-a-ling in her arms, she 
went to the door; her face, between the dog’s chestnut fur 
and her own, was very pale, very still. 

“ By the w.iy,” she said, “ this is my second no go, 

Michael; I suppose it means-” 

Michael gasped. Currents of emotion, welling, ebbing, 
swirling, rendered him incapable of speech. 

“ The (tight of the balloon,” she said: “ Do you mind ? ” 
“ Mind ? Good God ! Mind ! ” 

“ Th.it’s all right, then. I don’t. Good-night! ” 

She was gone. Without rea.son, Michael thought: ‘ In 
the beginning w.is the Word, and the Word was with God, and 
the Word w.i.s God.’ And he stood, as if congealed, overcome 
by an uncontroll.ible sense of solidity. A child coming! 
It was as though the barque of his being, tossed and drifted, 
suddenly rode tethered—anchor down. He turned and tore 
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a sovereign made out of stitching imaginary blouses, in¬ 
vested on the winner of the Two Thousand Guineas, and the 
result on the dead-heater for the Jubilee at nice odds ; this 
with a third winner, still to be selected, would bring her 
imaginary winnings up to the needed sixty pounds odd she 
would so soon have saved now out of ‘the altogether.’ 
This tale she would pitch to Tony in a week or two, reeling 
off by heart the wonderful luck she had kept from him until 
she had the whole of the money. She wtiuld .slip her fore¬ 
head against his eyes if he looked at her too h.ird, and ki.^s 
his lips till his head was no longer clear. And in the 
morning they would wake up and take their p.Ks.iges. Such 
was the plan of Victorine, with five ten-pound and four one- 
pound notes in her stocking, attached to the pink silk st.iys. 

“Afternoon of a Drvad ’’ h.id long been finished, and w.is 
on exhibition at the Dumetrius Galh-ry, with oilier works of 
Aubrey Greene. V'ictorine had p.iid a shilling to see it; 
had stood some furtive minutes ga/ing at tli.tt white body 
glimmering from among grass tind spikey (lowers, at the 
face, turned as if saying ; “ I know a secret ! ” 

“ Bit of a genius, Aubrey Greene—th.it face is jolly 
good ! ” Scared, and hiding the f.tce, Victoiine h.id -.lijiped 
away. 

From the very day when she had stood shivering outsiile 
the studio of Aubn-y Greene she h.id been in full woik. He 
had painted ner three times—always nice, always polite, 
quite the gentlem.in ! And he h.id given her introductions. 
Some had painted her in clothes, some h.df-draped, some in 
that “altogether,” which no lonsrer troi.bhd her, with the 
money swelling her stocking and Tony without suspivion. 
Not every one had been " nice ” ; advances h.id been m.ide 
to her, but she had nipped them in the hud. It would have 
meant the money quicker, but—Tony ! In a fortnight now 
the could snap her fingers at it all. And often on the way 
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“ Well, thanks; I’ll try and catch him.” 

Back in the cab with the words : “ Paddington—flick her 
along 1" he thought: ‘ A sudden gentleman ! ’ Perfect ! 
He remembered the utter suddenness of that little interview 
beside the bust of Lionel Charwell. Sudden their friendship, 
sudden its end—sudden even Wilfrid’s poems—offspring of 
a sudden soul! Staring from window to window in that 
jolting, rattling cab, Michael suffered from St. Virus’s dance. 
Was he a fool I Could he not let well alone ? Pity was posh! 
And yet! With Wilfrid would go a bit of his heart, and in 
spite of all he would like him to know that. Upper Brook 
Street, Park Lane ! Emptying streets, cold night, stark 
plane trees painted-up by the lamps against a bluish dark. 
And Michael thought: ‘ We wander ! What’s the end— 

the goal ? To do one’s bit, and not worry ! But what 
is my bit I What’s Wilfrid’s ? Where will he end up, 
now f ’ 

The cab rattled down the station slope and drew up under 
cover. Ten minutes to twelve, and a long heavy train on 
platform one ! 

‘ What shall I do f ’ thought Michael: ‘ It’s so darned 
crude ! Must I go down—carriage by carriage I “ Couldn’t 
let you go, old man, without ”—blurb ! ’ 

Bluejackets ! If not drunk—as near as made no matter. 
Eight minutes still ! He began slowly walking along the 
train. He had not passed four windows before he saw his 
quarry. Desert was sitting back to the engine in the near 
corner of an empty first. An unlighted cigarette was in his 
mouth, his fur collar turned up to his eyes, and his eyes 
fixed on an unopened paper on his lap. He sat without 
movement ; Michael stood looking at him. His heart beat 
fast. He struck a match, took two steps, and said : 

“ Light, old boy ? ” 

Desert stared up at him. 
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Madam f Only sixpence. See the size ! Buy, buy ! Tyke 
one for the little boy ! ” 

No “ aldermen ” up here, but plenty in the mood to 
spend their money on a bit of brightness ! 

At five minutes before noon hj an.ipivd his trav to—not 
a bally balloon left ! With six Bank llolid.iys .1 week he 
would make his fortune 1 Tray under arm, he beyan to tour 
the pond. The kiddies were till riyht, but—poiid Lord— 
how thin and pale ! If he and \’ie had a kid—but not they 
—not till they got out there! A fat bio«n kid, ehysin’ 
blue butterllies, and the sun oo/.iu’ out of him ! Rounding 
the end of the pond, he w.dked sloulv along tlie chairs. 
Lying back, eleg.mt, with legs crossed, in blown sloi kings 
shouing tt) the knees, ,uid lUMt blown sho--,s uiili the ll.ips 
over— ily ! she looked a lre.it—in .1 woilJ of her own, like 
that I Something caught Bicket by the thiu.it. Go.sh ! 
He wanted things for her 1 

“ Well, \’ic ! Pennv I ” 

“ I was tliinkin’ of .Ausrr.ilia.” 

“Ah! It's a g.iiidy long unit. Never mind—I’ve sold 
the b.illy lot. Whi, li sh.ill we do, go down .iiiioiig the trees, 
or get to the swings, at once ? ” 

“ The swings,” .s.iid X’lttoiine. 

The \’.ile of He.lith v.is in rh.ip'odic mood. The crowd 
flowed here in a slow, speeihle-s stream, to the ciie.s of the 
booth-keepers, and the owner.s of swings and cocoantils. 
“ Roll—bowl—or pilch ! Now for the milky omss ! Penny 
a shy ! . . . Who’s for the swiiigs ? . . . Ices . . . Ices 
. . . Fine bnnana.s ! ” 

On the giant merry-go-round under its vast iimb-'dla the 
thirty ch.iin-hung se.its were filled with gitN and men. 
Round to the music—slowly—f.i-.ter—whilling out to the 
full extent of the ch.iin, bodie.s bent back, legs sim k foi v. ;ird, 
laughter and speech dying, faces solemn, a little lost, hands 
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CHAPTER I 
Bank Holiday 

Whitsuntide Bank Holiday was producing its seasonal 
invasion of Hampstead Hcatli, and among the ascending 
swarm were two wlio meant to make money in the morning 
and spend it in the afiernoon. 

Tony Picket, with balloons and wife, embarked early on 
the I lampsicad Tube. 

“ You'll see,” he said, “ I’ll sell the bloomin’ lot by 
twelve o’clock, and we'll go on the bust.” 

Squeezing his .iriii, Victorine fingered, tlirough her dress, 
a slight swelling just above her right knee. It was caused 
by fifiy-four pounds fastened in the top of her slocking. 
She had little feeling, now, against balloons. They 
afforded temporary nourishment, till she had the few more 
pounds needful for their passage-money. Tony still be¬ 
lieved he was going to screw salvation out of his blessed 
balloons : he w;is ‘ that hopeful—Tony,’ though their heads 
were only just above water on his takings. And she smiled. 
With her secret she could alTord to be indifferent now to the 
stigma of gutter hawking. She had her story pat. From 
the evening paper, and from communion on ’buses with 
those interested in the national pastime, she had acquired 
the necessary information about racing. She even talked 
of it with Tony, who had street-corner knowledge. Already 
she had prepared chapter and verse of two imaginary coups; 
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“ You dance all right, Tony.” 

“ Tou d.'tnce a treat ! ” gasped Ricket 

In the intervals, panting, they watched over the one- 
legged man ; then to it ag.iin, till the h ind ce.isod for good. 

“ My word ! ” s.aid Victorine. “ They d.mce on hoard 
ship, Tony! ” 

Bicket squeezed her wai-^t. 

“ I’ll do the trick yet, if I ’ave to roh the Hank. There’s 
nothin* I wouldn’t do for you, \'ic.” 

But Victorine smiled. She h.id done the trikk .ilre.uly. 

The crowd with p.irti-coloiired f.ice-;, tireil.ei lod-humoured, 
trowsily scented, strolled over a h.itth-li Id thii k-strewn 
with paper hags, batuina peel, .uul newsp.ipers. 

“ Let’s ’ave our tea, and one mme swing,” s.iid Bicket ; 
“ then we’ll get over on the other side .invong the trees.” 

Away over on the f.ir siile were m.iny louph-s. The sun 
went very slowly down. 'I'liose two .-■■.ir uinh-r .1 Inish and 
watched it go. A f.ont hreeze swung and ru-lhd the hirch 
leaves. There was little human sound out h-re. All seemed 
to have come for silence, to he w.iiting for d.irkne.s in the 
hush. Now and then sotnc ste.dthy spy would pass and 
scrutinise. 

“ Foxes ! ” said Bicket. “ G.iwd ! I'd like to rub theil 
noses in it ! ” 

Victorine sighed, pressing closer to him. 

Some one was pi.lying on a h.injo no-.v ; a voire singing. 
It grew dusk, but a moon was somewhere ri.dng, for little 
shadows stole out along the giound. 

They spoke in whispers. It seemed wrong to raise the 
voice, as though the grove were uiuh r a spell. Kven their 
whisperings were scarce. I'c e fell, hut they paid no h■•'•tl to 
it. With hands locked, .11.d cheeks together, the-, sat v<-ry 
still. Bicket h.id ;i thought. This was po-.-try- tl.’. w.<,s ! 
Darkness now, with a son of faiiu and silvery glow, a sound 
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home she stood by that plate-glass window, before the 
fruits, and the corn, and the blue butterflies . . . 

In the packed railway carriage they sat side by side, 
Bicket, with tray on knee, debating where he had best 
stand. 

“ I fyvour the mokes,” he said at last, “ up by the pond. 
People’ll have more money than when they get down among 
the swings and cocoa-nuts; and you can go and sit in a 
chair by the pond, like the seaside—I don’t want you with 
me not till I’ve sold out.” 

Victorinc pressed liis arm. 

Along the top and over on to the heath to north and south 
the holiday swarms surged, in perfect humour, carrying 
paper bags. Round the pond children, with thin, grey- 
white, spindly legs, were paddling and shrilly chattering, too 
content to smile. Elderly couples crawled slowly by, with 
jutting stom.ichs, and f.ices discoloured by the unaccustomed 
climb. Girls and young men were few, for they were dis- 
pcrred already on the heath, in search of a madder merri¬ 
ment. On benches, in ch.iirs of green canvas or painted 
wood, hundreds were sitting, contemplating their feet, as 
if imagining the waves of the sea. Now and again three 
donkeys would start, urgeil from behind, and slowly tittup 
their burdens along the pond’s margin. H.iwkers cried 
goods. Fat dark women told fortunes. Policemen stood 
cynic.ally near them. A man talked and talked and took 
his h.it round. 

Tony Bicket unslung his tray. His cockney voice, 
wheedling and a little husky, offered his coloured airs with¬ 
out intermission. This was something like ! It was brisk ! 
And now and again he gazed through the throng away 
across the pond, to where V'ictorine would be seated in a 
canvas chair, looking different from every one—he knew. 

“ Fine balloons—fine balloons ! Six for a bob ! Big one. 
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“ Funnv,” she said, slowly, “ to think there’s people in 
;he world so like e,ach other.” 

“ I never thought there could be one like you, Ch.irin 
Cross ; we gotta change.” 

Hurrying along the rat-runs ('f the Tube, she dipiwd her 
hand into his pock<'t, aiul soon some scr,.) - of torti p.iper 
fluttered down behind her f.iliowing him in the crush. If 
only he didn’t renuauber where the picture was ! 

Awttke in the night, she thought : 

‘ I don’t care ; I’m going to get the rest of the money— 
that’s ,ill about it.’ 

But her he.irt moved queerly within her, like th it ctf one 
whose feet have trodden suddenly the tju.iking e.lgeof a bo^. 
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faster; slowing, stoning 

/ 

^\v word” murmured Victorine, “ Come on, Tony!" 

They entered rhe enclosure and took their seats, Victorine, 
on the outside, locked her feet, instinctively, one over the 
other, and tightening her clasp on the chains, curved her 
body to the motion. Her Ups parted ; 

“ Lor, Tony ! ” 

Faster, faster—every nerve and sense given to that 
motion ! 0 -o-h ! It was a feeling—flying round like that 
above the world ! Faster—faster ! Slower—slow, and the 
descent to earth. 

“ Tony—it’s ’eaven ! ” 

“ Queer feelin’ in yer inside, when you’re swung right out! ” 

“ I’d like it level with the top. Let’s go once more ! ” 

“ Right-o 1 ” 

Twice more they went—half his profit on balloons ! But 
who c.ircil ? He liked to see her face. -After that, six shies 
at the milky ones witliout a hit, an ice apiece ; then arm-in¬ 
arm to find a place to eat their lunch. That was the time 
Bicket eu.joyed most, after the ginger-beer and .sandwiches ; 
smoking his f.ig, with his head on her lap, and the sky blue. 

A long time like that ; till at l.ist she stirred. 

“ l..el’s go and see the d.tnein’ ! ” 

In the grass enclosure ringid by the running path, some 
two do/.en couples were jigging to a band. 

Victorine pulled at his arm. “ I uoulj love a turn ! ” 

“ Well, let’s ’ave a go,” said Bicket. “ This one-legged 
bloke’ll ’old my tray.” 

They entered the ring. 

“ Hidd me tighter, Tony ! ” 

Bicket obeyed. Nothing he liked better; and slowly 
their feet moved—to this side and that. They made little 
way, revolving, keeping time, oblivious of appearances. 


gripping the chains hard. Faster, 
to a standstill and the music sikat. 
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Cou6 does—put it into them again and again that day by 
day in every way ihe author’s gettin’ better and better; 
and ten to one when you go round next, it’s got into their 
subconscious, especially if you take ’em just after lunch or 
dinner, when they’re a bit drowsy. Let me take my own 
time, sir, and I’ll put th.tt edition over for )ou.” 

“ Well,” Michael had answered, “ if you c.m inspire 
confidence in the future of my governor, Butteilield, you’ll 
deserve more th.tn your ten per cent." 

“ I can ilo it, sir ; it's just .1 question of f.iith." 

“ Hut you haven’t ,'itiy, have you ? ” 

“ Well, not, so to sp.-.ik, in the author—hut I've got 
faith that I can give them f.iith in him ; th.il’s the teal 
point.” 

“ I see—the three-card stunt ; inspire the f.iith you 
haven’t got, th.it the c.ird is there, .ind tliev’ll i.ike it. 
Well, the disillusion 's not iinnicdi.iti—-you ll pioh.ihly 
always get out of the room in tune. Go .ihe.ul, then ! ’’ 

The y'OLing in.in Hutterlield h.ul smiled. 

The une.isy p.irt of the pride inspir-d in Mii hael by the 
name was due to old Forsyte's continu.illy s.iying to him 
that he didn’t know- he couMn’t tell--there was that 
young m.in and his story' about Llderson, anil they got no 
further. ... 

“ Good morning, sir. Can you spare me five niinuies ? ” 

“Come in, Butterfield. Bunki red with ‘ Duels ? 

‘*^ 0 , sir. I’ve pi.iced ioriy alre.uly. It s another 
matter.” Glancing at the shut door, the young man came 
closer. 

“ I'm working my list alph.abetie.ally. Yesterd.iy I was 
in the E's.” His voice dropped. “ .Mr. Lid rson.” 

“ Phew ! ” said .Mnli.iel “ You can g.vc bun the go by.” 

“ As a fact, sir, 1 h.iven't.” 

“ What 1 Been over the top ? ” 
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of drunken singing on the Spaniard’s Road, the whirr of 
belated cars returning from the north—and suddenly an 
owl hooted. 

“My!” murmured Victorine, shivering: “An owl! 
Fancy ! I used to hear one at Norbiton. I ’ope it’s not bad 
luck ! ” 

Bicket rose and stretched himself. 

“ Come on ! ” he said : “ we’ve ’ad a dy. Don’t you go 
catchin’ cold ! ” 

Arm-in-arm, slowly, through the darkness of the birch- 
grove, they m.tde their way upvv.ird^—gl.id of the lamps, 
and the street, and the cron Jed station, as though they had 
taken an overdose of solitude. 

Huddled in their c.irri.ige on the Tube, Bicket idly turned 
the pages of a derelict paper But X'ictorine sat thinking of 
so much, th.it it was as if she thought of nothing. The 
swings, and the grove in the d.irkness, and the money in 
her stocking. She wondered Tony hadn’t noticed when it 
crackled—there wasn’t a safe place to keep it in ! What was 
he looking at, with his eyi-s so fixed ? She peered, and read ; 
“ ‘ Afternoon of a Dry.id.’ The striking picture by Aubrey 
Greene, on exhibition at the Dumetrius G.illery.” 

Her heart stopp.-il beating. 

“ Cripes ! ” s.iui Bicket. “ Ain’t th.it like you I ” 

“I.ike me? No!” 

Bicket held the p.iper closer. “ It ts. It’s like you all 
over. I’ll cut th.it out. I’d like to see that picture.” 

The colour came up in her cheeks, released from a heart 
beating too fast now. 

“ ’Tisn’t decent,” she s.iid. 

“ Dunno about that ; but it’s awful like you. It’s even 
got your smile.” 

Folding the paper, he began to tear the sheet. Vic- 
torine's little finger pressed the notes beneath her .stocking. 
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nerve must have gone phut, or lieM have said : “ You 
impudent young scoundrel—get out of here ! ” That, 
clearly, was the only right grcetiiig from an innocent, and 
the onlv advisable greeting from a gtiilty man. Well! 
Nerve did fail sometimes)—even the b.st. Witness the very 
proof-sheet he had just corrected : 

The Couht Martial 

“ See ’ere I I’m niy.le o’ nerve< .iiid Wood 
The svnie .i' \oo, Tiot nie.oit to he 
Fro/e stitl, up to me r:h- in inu.l. 

Vou try It, like 1 ’.ive, .in' see ! 

“ ‘ Aye, \ou siuu hi .luiy hr.iss h us, ivh.en 
VoU".tKk v\li.u I 'imhoiil lli.u .I'y, 

An’ keep yer rmi.iy ’e.irt- up - then 
You'll learn, in.iyhe, the riplii to s’y : 

“ ‘T.ike alit .\n’ shoot ’on in tin- sno.v, 

Shi'ot ’iin for louat.lae ! ’k, «ho serves 

His K iiii; ;iIk 1 Cniiniry'^ to kt.ovv 

There's no t-iu-h blooviy tinny as iieivca,* *’ 

Good old Wilfrid I 
“ Yes, Miss IVn on ? ” 

“The letter to bir J invs T'op-irt, Mr. Mont ; you told 
me to remitul \ou. And uill yo.i s»‘e .Mi.s iM.iniodn ? 

“ Miss M.mu-Oh! Ah! ^'s.’’ 

Bicket’s girl wife, whose face they had uted on Storbett 3 

novel, the model for Aubrey (ireene's-! Michael rose, 

for the girl was in the room alie.idy. 

‘ I remember th.it dress ! ’ he thotight : ‘ I'leur never 

liked it.’ 

“ Wliat can I do for you, Mrs. Blckct I How’s Bicket, by 
the w.iy ? ” 

“ Fairly, sir, thank you.” 

“ Still in balloons f ” 

“ Yes.” 



CHAPTER II 
Office Work 

Michael sat correcting the proofs of “ Counterfeits 
the book left by Wilfrid behind him. 

“ Can you see Butterfield, sir f ’* 

“ 1 can.” 

In Michael the word Butterfield excited an uneasy pride. 
The young man fulfilled with increasing success the function 
for which he h.id been engaged, on trial, four months ago. 
The head traveller had even called him “ a find.” Next to 
“ Copper Coin ” he was the finest feather in Michael’s cap. 
The Trade were not buying, yet Butterfield was selling 
books, or so it was reported ; he appeared to have a natural 
gift of inspiring confidence where it was not justified. 
Danby and Winter h.id even entrusted to him the private 
marketing of that vellum-bound “Limited” of “Duct,” 
by which they were hoping to recoup their losses on the 
ordinary edition. He was now engaged in working through 
a list of n.imes considered likely to patronise the little 
m.isterpiece. This method of private approach had been 
suggested by himself. 

“ You see, sir.” he had said to Michael; “ I know a bit 
about Couc. Well, you can’t work that on the Trade— 
they’ve got no capacity for faith. What can you expect ? 
Every day they buy all sorts of stuff, always basing them¬ 
selves on past s.iles. You can’t find one in twenty that’ll 
back the future. But with private gentlemen, ard especi¬ 
ally private ladies, you can leave a thought with them like 
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" Only another ten pound, about, sir.” 

“ I can let you have that.” 

“ Oh ! thank you ; but it’s not th.it—I can e.isy 
earn it—I’ve got used to it; a few more d.'.ys don’t 
matter.” 

“ But how are you going to .leeount for h.iving the 
money ? ” 

“ Say I won it bettin’.” 

” Thin!'' said Mich.ul. Look liere ! S.iv you c.ime to 
me and I advanced it. If Bicket rep.iys it fioai .Ausir.ili.i, I 
can always put it to yoiir ciedit .ig.iin .it .1 b .iik out tlu-re. 
I’ve got you into a hole, in a way, .iiij I'd iik<- to get you out 
of it.” 

“ Oh ! no, sir ; you did me a service. I don’t w.mt to put 
you about, telling f.ilsehoods for me.” 

” It won’t worry me a bit, Mrs. Bicker. I r.m lie to the 
umteenth wlien there’s no h.irm in it. The gre.it tiling for 
you is to get away sharp. Are there m my other pieiiires 
of you f ” 

“ Oh ! yes, a lot—not that you'd reco'piiie th-'m, I think, 
they’re so sqii.ire .irid funny.” 

“ Ah ! well—Aubrey (Ircenc h.is got you to the 
life ! ” 

“ Yes ; it’s like me all over, Tony says.” 

“ Quite. Well, I’ll .spe.ik to Aiibity, I ‘h ill be seeing him 
at lunch. Here’s the ten pounds 1 Th.ii’s .igreed, then f 
You came to me to-d.u'—see ? S.iy you h.id a brain 
wave. I quite understand the whole thing. You’d i!o a 
lot for him ; and he’d do a lot tor you. It’s all ri .jhr— 
don’t cry ! ” 

Victorine swallowed violently. Her h.ind in the worn 
glove returned his .squeeze. 

“ I’d tell him to-night, if I were you,” .said Michael, “ and 
rU get ready.” 
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“ Yes, sir. Last night.” 

“ Good for you, Butterfield ! What happened f ” 

“ I didn’t send my name in, sir—just the firm’s card.” 

M’chael was con.scious of a very human malice in the 
young man’s voice and face. 

“ Well i ” 

“ Mr. Elderson, sir, w.as at his wine. I’d thought it out, 
and I began as if I’d never seen him before. What struck 
me was—he took my cue ! ” 

“ Didn’t kick you out ? ” 

“Far from it sir. He said at once : ‘ Put my name down 
for two copies.’ ” 

Mich.iel grinned. “ You both hail a nerve.” 

“ No, sir ; that’s just it. Mr. Elderson got it between 
wind and water. lie didn’t like it a little bit.” 

“ I don’t twig,” s.iid Michael 

“ My being in this firm’s employ sir. He knows you’re 
a partner here, and Mr. Forsyte’s son-in-law, doesn’t he f ” 

“ He docs.” 

“ Well, sir, you see the connection—two directors believ¬ 
ing me—not him. That’s why 1 didn’t miss him out. I 
fancied it’d sh.ike him up. I h.ippened to see hi.s face in the 
sideboard gl.iss as I went out. Ilf's got the wind up all 
right.” 

Micha 1 bit his forefinger, conscious of a twinge of sym¬ 
pathy with Elderson, as for a fly with the first strand of 
cob-web round his liind leg. 

“ Th.ink you Butterfield.” he said. 

When the young m.m was gone, he sat stabbing his 
blotting-p.iper with a paper-knife. What curious “class” 
sensation w.is this ? Or was it merely fellow-feeling with 
the hutitcd, a tremor at the way things found one out ? 
For, surely, this was real evidence, and he would have to 
pass it on to his father, and “Old Forsyte.” Elderson’* 
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see how necessary it is for you to—er—seek another pub¬ 
lisher. In short, we are not taking any. 

“ ‘ With—er— ’ what you like—‘ dear Sir Janier. Fopgart, 
“ ‘ We are your olKilicnt serv.ints, 

“ Danhy and WiNri R.’ " 

“ When you’ve translated that, Miss I’crren, bring it in, 
and I’ll sign it.” 

“ Yes. Only, Mr. Mont—I thought you were a Socialist. 
This .almost seems—forgive my asking ? ” 

“ Miss Perren, it’s struck me lately ih.at l.ibels are ‘ off.’ 
How can a m.in be anything at .i time when everything’s 
in the .air ? Look at the I.iber.tls. Tlu'y can’t see the 
situation whole bec.iuse of Free Tr.ide ; nor c.m the 1. diour 
Party because of their Capit.d levy ; nor r;in the Tories 
because of Protection ; they’re all h.tg-tidden by catch¬ 
words ! Old Sir J.tmes Foggart’s jolly well right, but no¬ 
body’s going to listen to him. His book will be w.iste 
paper if anybody ever publishes it. The world’s unre.tl just 
now, Miss Perren; and of all countries we're the most 
unreal.” 

“ Why, Mr. Mont ? ” 

“ Why ? llcc.iU'^e with the mo^t stirkfast of all the 
nation.tl temper.iments. we’re hohlitig on to wh.it’s gone 
more bust for us than for any other tountry. Ai.yw.ty, Mr. 
Danby shouldn’t have left the letter to me, if he didn’t 
mean me to enjoy myself. Oh ! ard while we’re about it— 
I’ve got to refuse Il.uohi M.tstcr’s new book. It’s .1 tuist.akc, 
but they won’t have it.” 

“ Why not, Mr. Mont i ‘ The Sobbing Turtle ’ was such 
a success ! ” 

“ Well, in this new thing M.ister’s got hold of an idea 
which absolutely forces him to say sornctliing. \\’i..ter says 
those who h.iiled ‘The Strbbing Tur’le ’ as such .1 work of 
art, are certain to be down on this for that ; and Mr. Dauby 
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“ Well, we alJ are, Mrs. Bicket.** 

“ Beg pardon ? ” 

“ In the air—don’t you think I But you didn’t come to 
tell me that ? ” 

“ No, sir.” 

A slight flush in those sallow cheeks, fingers concerned 
with the tips of the worn gloves, lips uncertain ; but the 
eyes steady—really an uncontmon girl ! 

“ You remember givin’ me a note to Mr. Greene, sir ? ” 

“I do; and I’ve seen the result; it’s topping, Mrs. 
Bicket.” 

“ Yes. But it’s got into the papers—my husband saw it 
there last night ; and, of course, he doesn’t know about me.” 

Phew ! For what h.ul he let this girl in ? 

“ I’ve made a lot of money at it, sir—almost enough for 
our passage to Australia ; but now I’m frightened. ‘ Isn’t 
it like you i ’ he said to me. I tore the paper up, but suppose 
he remembers the name of the Gallery and goes to see the 
picture ! That’s even much more like me ! He might go on 
to Mr. Greene. So would you mind, sir, speaking to Mr. 
Greene, and beggin’ him to say it was some one else, in case 
Tony did go f ” 

“ Not a bit,” said Michael. “ But do you think Bicket 
would mind so very much, considering what it’s done for 
you ? It can be quite a respectable profession.” 

Victorinc’s hands moved up to her breast. 

“ Yes,” she said, simply. “ I have been quite respectable. 
And I only did it because we do so want to get away, and I 
couldn’t bear seein’ him staiidin’ in the gutter there sellin’ 
those balloons in the fogs. But I’m ever so scared, sir, now.” 

Miihael stared. 

“ M\ God ! ” he said ; “ money’s an evil thing 1 ” 

Vlctorine smiled faintly. ” The want of it is, I know.” 

'* Iluw much mure do you need, Mrs. Bicket i ” 
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“ Right'O, then; but do the other, please. I’m going to 
take my wife out to see a picture ; back by four. Oh ! and 
if a little chap called Bicket, that we used to have here, calls 
any time and asks to see me, he’s to come up ; but I want 
warning first. Will you let them know downstairs ? ” 

“ Yes, Mr. Mont. Oh ! didn’t—wasn’t that Miss M.inuelli 
the model for the wrapper on Mr. Storbert’s novel ’’ 

“ She was. Miss Perren ; alone I found her.” 

“ She’s very interesting-looking, isn’t she f ” 

“ She’s unique. I’m afraid,” 

“ She needn’t mind that, I should think.” 

“ That depends,” said Michael; and stabbed his blotting- 
paper. 


0 
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When she had gone he thought: ‘ Hope Bicket won't 
think I received value for that sixty pounds ! ’ And, press¬ 
ing his bell, he resumed the stabbing of his blotting-paper. 
“ Yes, Mr. Mont ? ” 

“ Now let’s get on with it, Miss Perren.” 

“ ‘ Dear Sir James Focgart, —^We have given the 
utmost consideration to your very interesting—er—pro¬ 
duction. While we are of opinion that the views so well 
expressed on the present condition of Britain in relation 
to the rest of the world are of great value to all—er— 
thinking persons, we do not feel that there are enough—er— 
thinking persons to make it possible to publish the book, 
except at a loss. The—er—thesis that Britain should now 
look for salvation through adjustment of markets, popula¬ 
tion, supply and demand, within the Empire, put with such 
exceedingly plain speech, will, we arc afraid, get the goat of 
all the political parties ; nor do we feel that your plan of 
emigrating boys and girls in large quantities before they are 
spoiled by British town life, can do otherwise than irritate 
a W'orking-class which knows nothing of conditions outside 
its own country, and is notably averse to giving its children 
a chance in any other.’ ” 

“ Am I to put that, Mr. Mont ? ” 

“ Yes ; but tone it in a bit. Er- 

“ ‘ Finally, your view th.it the land should be used to 
grow food is so very unusual in these days, th.it wo fee! your 
book would have a hostile Press except from the Old Guard 
and the Die-hard, and a few folk with vision.’ ” 

“ Yes, Mr. Mont i ” 

“ ‘ In a period of veering—er—transitions ’—keep that. 
Miss Perren—‘ and the airy unre.ility of hopes that have 
long gone up the spout ’—almost keep that—‘ any scheme 
that looks forward and defers h.irvest for twenty years, must 
be extraordinarily unpopular. For all these reasons you will 
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collecting powers on an object that had no epoch, a process 
that did not date. 

Person.illy conducted by Aubrey Greiuie, the expeilition to 
view his show at the Dunietrius (l.iib ly left South Squ.ire 
after an early lunch. 

“Your Dryad came to me this morning, .Anlirev,’’.s.iid 
IMichael in the call. ‘‘ She wanted me to ad, \ou to pul up a 
barrage if by any ch ince lier husl>and blou^ i.mnd to accuse 
you of p.iinting his uife. It seems he’s seen .i T' pioduction 
of the picture.” 

“ Umm ! ” murmured the p.iintc r : “ Sh.4l! I, Fleur ? ” 

“ Of course you must, .Aubrey ! ” 

Aubrey Greem ’s smile slid fiom her to Miih.iel. 

“ Well, w lull's his n.ime f ” 

“Bicket.” 

Aubrey Greene fixed his cye.s on .sp.ice, and murmured 
slowly : 

“An anery youtie lui-b.iiul c.ilU,! liiilrci 
Said : ' I iirij )i>uise!l round .rid i'll kult it ; 

\ ou h.ive p.MliIeU iiiv Wile 
III the iui,!i lo the iile, 

Do you thud., Mr. (ireeiic, it w.is eruket ? ’ ” 

“Oh! Aubrey!” 

“ Chiuk it ! ” s.iid Miih e-I, “ I'm seiious. She’s a most 
plucky little creature. She’s m.ide the money they wauled, 
and rem.lined re'-|uct.il)Ie.” 

“ So far as I’m concerned, ccrl.iiiily.” 

“ Well, I should think so.” 

“ Why, Fleur ? ” 

“ A'ou’re not a vamp Aubrey ' ” 

“As a matter of f.ict, she exeiiid my tcstheiic sense.” 

“ Much thai’d save her fiom some ajstlietcs ! ” uiuiiercd 
Michael. 

“ Also, she comes from Putney.” 
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calls the book an outrage on human nature. So there’s 
nothing for it. Let's have a shot; 

“ ‘ My Dear Master, —In the exhilaration of your sub¬ 
ject it has obviously not occurred to you that you’ve bust 
up the show. In ‘ The Sobbing Turtle ’ you were abso¬ 
lutely in tune with half the orchestra, and that—er—the 
noisiest half. You were charmingly archaic, and securely 
cold-blooded. 13ut now, what have you gone and done ? 
Taken the last Marquesan islander for your hero and put 
him down in London town ! The thing’s a searching satire, 
a real criticism of life. I’m sure you didn’t mean to be con¬ 
temporary, or want to burrow into reality; but your 
subject has run off with you. Cold acid and cold blood are 
very different things, you know, to s.ay nothing of your 
having h.id to drop the archaic. Person.dly, of course, I 
think this new thing miles better than ‘ The So’obing 
Turtle,’ which was a nice little aff.iir, but nothing to make 
a song about. 13ut I’m not the public, and I’m not the 
critics. The ) oung and thin will be aggrieved by )'our lack 
of modernity, they’ll say you’re moralising ; the old and 
fat will call tou bitter and destructive; and the ordinary 
public will take your Marquesan seriously, and resent your 
making him superior to themselves. The prospects, you 
sec, are not g.audy. How d’you think we’re going to ‘ get 
away ’ with such a book ? Weil, we’re not ! Such is the 
fiat of the firm. I don’t agree with it. I’d publish it to- 
m.orrow ; but needs must when Danby and Winter drive. 
So, with e\eiN person.d regret, I return what is really a 
masterpiece. 

“ ‘Alwa)'s yours, 

“ * Michael Mont.’ ” 

“ D’you know. Miss Perren, I don’t think you need 
translate that ? ” 

“ I’m afraid it would be difficult.” 
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“ Of course not; only one doesn’t say so.” 

“ Time we did, instead of kow-towinj* to the Cnfi C’rillon. 
I say, the hair’s all right, and so are the toes—they curl as 
you look at ’em.” 

“ And it is a relief not to get legs painted in stre.tky 
cubes. The asphodels rather remind one of the flowers in 
Leonardo’s ‘ Virgin of the Rocks,’ Aubrey.” 

“ The whole thing's just a bit Leonardoish, old man. 
You'll have to live that down.’’ 

“ Oh ! Aubrey, my father's seen it. I lielieve lie's Iiiting. 
Something you said impressed him—about our white 
monkey, d’you remember ? ” 

Aubrey Greene threw up his hand.s. “ Ah ! That while 
monkey—to have painted that ! Kat the fruit and chuck 
the rinds around, and ask with your eyes what it's all 
about.” 

“ A moral ! ” said Mich.tel : “ Take c.ire, old rn.m ! 
Well! Our taxi's running up. Come .dong, I'leur; well 
leave Aubrey to his conscience.” 

Once more in the cab, he took h'T .irm. 

“ That poor little snipe, Bicket I Suppo.se I’d come on 
you as he’ll come on his wife ! ” 

“ I shouldn’t have looked so nice.” 

“ Oh ! yes ; much nicer ; though she looks nice enough, 
I must say.” 

“ Then why should Bicket mind, in ihe-e days of emanci¬ 
pation ? ” 

“ Why f Good Lord, ducky I You don’t suppose 

Bicket-I I mean, we emancipated people hive got into 

the habit of thinking we’re the world—well I we aren’t ; 
wre’re an excrescence, sm.dl, and noisy. We talk .is if all 
the old values and prejudices had gone ; but they’ve no 
more gone, really, you know, than the rows of villas and 
little grey houses.” 
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“Afternoon of a Dryad” 

Fi.eur was still gracefully concealing most of what 
Michael called “ the eleventh baronet,” now due in about 
two months’ time. She seemed to be adapting herself, in 
mind and body, to the quiet and persistent collection of the 
iteir. Michael knew that, from the first, following the 
instructions of her mother, she had been influencing his sex, 
repeating to herself, every evening before falling asleep, 
and every morning on waking, the words: “ Day by day, 
in every way, he is getting more and more male,” to infect 
the subconscious which, everybody now said, controlled 
the course of events ; and that she was abstaining from the 
words; “ 1 k'i// have a boy,” for this, setting up a reaction, 
everybody said, was liable to produce a girl. Michael 
noted that she turned more and more to her mother, as if 
the French, or more naturalistic, side of her, had taken 
charge of a process uhiih had to do with the body. She 
was freqtiently at Mapledurham, going down in Soames’ 
car, and her mother was frequently in South Square. 
Annette’s handsome presence, with its tendency to black 
lace, WMS always pleti-sing to Mich.iel, who had never for¬ 
gotten her espousal of his suit in d.iys when it was a forlorn 
hope. Though he still felt only on the threshold of Fleur’s 
heart, and was prejiaring to play second fiddle to “ the 
eleventh baronet,” he was infinitely easier in mind since 
Wilfrid had been gone. And he watched, with a sort of 
amused adur.ition, the way in wliicli she focussed her 
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Afit.bnoon of a Ru'KET 

Just about that moment Picket re eiiter''J li!s sittinp- 
room and deposited Ills tray. .All >h<' inoinr.:; ui.d t the 
shadow of St. i’.tul'a he li.ui re-livt d Ikmk I l"kd i\ E\< e|v 
tionally tired in feet .u.d lefts, he u.is .shd it, Ini.e no iM.illv. 
He had promised hini'i lt .1 refieshin!’ lonk fro;u tune to time 
at what was .ilniost like .i plioto oi \ ii hei- ell. .At d he It.td 
lost the picture! Yet he h.id t.ikeii noiluneont of hi po. kets 

_just hung his coat up. II.id it joeeh d out in the unsli .it 

the station, or h ul he missed lii' pm ki-t openii ;' .unl dtujijied 
it in the carriage ? At d he li.id u.mt' d to s. e tli’’ 01 igin.il, 
too. He remembered th.it tlie (i.illery b' l- m wiih a “ 1), 
and at lunch-time squ.indered a penny h.dl;" iiiiy tti look 
up the names. Foreign, he w.is sure—the puture being 
naked. “Dumetrius”? Ah! 

Back at his post, he h.id .1 bit of hick. ‘ i h.it .ilderm.in, 
whom he had not seen f.ir moiuh-, c.une by. Intiiiiion 
made him say at once : “ Hope 1 see jou well, sir. Never 
forgotten your kindness.” 

The “ alderm.in,” who h.id been smring up lei if he saw 
a magpie on the dome of St. Paul’s, stopped as though 
attacked by cramp. 

“ Kindness f ” he said ; “ what kindness ? Oh, b.illoons! 
They were no good to me ! ” 

“ No, sir, I’m sure,” said Bicket he.mMy. 

“Well, here you are!” muiiercd the “alJerman”; 
“ don’t expect it again.” 
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“ There you have a real reason. Then, you teiU put up 
a barrage if Bicker blows in I ” 

Aubrey Greene laid his hand on his heart. “And here 
we are J ” 

For the convenience of the eleventh baronet Michael had 
chosen the hour when the proper patrons of Aubrey Greene 
would still be lunching. A shock-headed young man and 
three pale-green girls alone wandered among the pictures. 
The painter led the way at once to his masterpiece; and for 
some minutes they stood before it in a suitable paralysis. To 
speak too soon in praise would never do ; to speak, too late 
would be equally tactless ; to speak too fulsomely would 
jar ; to mutter coldly : “ Very nice—very nice indeed ! ” 
would blight. To say bluntly : “ Well, old man, to tell 
you the truth, I don’t like it a little bit! ” would get his 
goat. 

At last Michael pinched Fleur gently, and she said : 

“ It really is charming, Aubrey; and awfully like—at 
least-’’ 

“ So far as one can tell. But really, old man, you’ve done 
it in once. I’m .afraid Bicket will think so, anyway.” 

“ Dash that ! ” muttered the painter. “ How do you find 
the colour values ? ” 

“ Jolly fine; especially the flesh; don’t you think so, 
Fleur { ” 

“ Yes; only I should have liked that shadow down the 
side a little deeper.” 

“ Yes ? ” murmured the painter ; “ Perhaps ! ” 

“ You’ve caught the spirit,” said Michael. “ But I teU 
you what, old man, you’re for it—the thing’s got meaning. 

I don’t know what the critics will do to you.” 

Aubrey Greene smiled. “ That was the worst of her. She 
led me on. To get an idea’s fatal.” 

“ Personally, I don’t agree to that; do you, Fleur ? ” 
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■he lay for all to look at, just because some beastly woman 
was made like her ! A kind of rage invaded Bicker’s throat, 
caused his cheeks to burn; and with it came a queer 
physical jealousy. That painter! What business had he to 
paint a woman so like Vic as that—a woman that didn’t 
mind lyin’ like that! They and their talk about cahryscuro, 
and paganism, and a bloke c.illed Leneardo ! Bla.st their 
drawling and their tricks ! He tried to move away, and 
could not, fascinated by that ciligy, so uncannily re¬ 
sembling what he had thought belonged to himself alone. 
Silly to feel so bad over a “ coincidence,” but he felt like 
smashing the glass and cutting the body up inii> little hits. 
The ladies and the painter passed on, le.iving him alone 
before the picture. Alone, he did not mind so miuh. The 
face was mournful-like, and lonely, and—and le.asing, with 
its smile. It sort of haunted you—it did! ‘Well!’thought 
Bicket, ‘ I’ll get home to \ ic. Glad I diiln’t bring her, 
after all, to see herself-like. If 1 was an .tldi rm.in. I’d buy 
the blinkin’ thing, and burn it ! ’ 

And there, in the entrance-lobby, talking to a “ d.igo,” 
stood—his very own “ alderman ” ! Bicket p.uised in 
sheer amazement. 

“ It’s a rithing name, Mr. Forthyte,” he he.trd the Dago 
say : “ hith prithcvs are going up.” 

“ That’s all very well, Dumetrius, but it’s not everybody’s 
money in these days—too highly-finished, altogether! ” 

“ Well, Mr. Forthyte, to you I take off ten per thcnt.” 

“ Take off twenty and I’ll buy it.” 

That Dago’s shoulders mounted above his hairy ears— 
they did ; and what a smile ! 

“ Miihter Forthyte ! Fifteen, thir ! ” 

Well, you’re doing me; but send it round to my 
daughter’s in South Square—you know the number. When 
do you close ? ” 
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“ Wliy tWs outburst, Michael ? ” 

“ Well, dirling, I’m a bit fed-up with the attitude of out 
croud II emancipation were true, one covM stick it; but 

it’s not. TJiere isn’t ten per cent, difference between now 
and thirty years ago,” 

” flow do you know ? You weren’t alive.” 

“ No ; but I read the papers, and talk to the man in the 
street, and look at people’s faces. Our lot think they’re the 
tablecloth, but they’re only the fringe. D’you know, only 
one hundred and fifty thousand people in this country have 
ever heard a Beethoven Symphony f How many, do you 
suppose, think old B. a back number I Five thousand, 
perhaps, out of forty-two millions. How’s that for emanci¬ 
pation ? ” 

He stopped, observing that her eyelids had drooped. 

“ I was thinking, Michael, that I should like to change 
my bedroom curtains to blue. I saw the exact colour 
yesterday at Harion’s. They say blue has an effect on the 
mind—the present curtains really are loo ja^zy.” 

The eleventh baronet! 

“ Anything you like, darling. Have a blue ceiling if it 
helps.” 

‘‘ Oh, no ! But I think T’ll change the carpet, too; there’s 
a lovely powder blue at Harton’s.” 

“ Then get it. Would you like to go there now i I can 
take the Tube back to the office.” 

“ Yes, I think I’d better. I might miss it.” 

Michael put his head out of the window. “ Ilarton’s, 
please! ” And, replacing his hat, he looked at her 
Emancipated 1 
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Bicket kissed; his vertigo was real, but behind it, for 
the moment stifled, what sense of unreality ! . . . 

Was it before night, or in the night, that the doubt first 
came—ghostly, tapping, fluttiring, haunting—then, in the 
dawn, jabbing througli his soul, atrning him ligid. The 
money—the picture—ilie li>^t p ipi-r—ih it sense of un 
reality ! This story sh • h ul toVi him i Were sm h things 
possible ? Why should Mr. Mont .idvance th it money i 
She had seen liim—that u.is cort.iin ; the room, tlie sc-cre- 
tary—you couldn’t nii-.t,il<e her d.'.ciiption of ih.il Mi-^s 
Perren. Wliy, then, feel thi> j.ibl ii g lioobt f 'J'lie money 
—such a lot of mon-y ! Not with Mi. Mont — never - lie w.ts 
a gent ! Oh! Swine th.it he w.is, to h.ive a thought like 
that—of \’ic ! fie turiu d hi' b.u k to lu r .ind tiied lo sleep. 
But once you got a thought like th it—si i p r No ! tier 
face among the ballooiwi, the w.iy sJie h si smoiln red his 
eyes and turned lii' lie.'d - o) th it Ik i ouldii’t tli'nk, louldn’t 
go into it and ask her qiie-'tions ! A ]’iey to dim doubts, 
achings, uncertainty, tlirilK of hope, and visions of “ Aus- 
trylia,” Bit ket .iro-e h igg ird. 

“ Well,” he s.iid, over tlu ir coco.! and rn.irg uined bre.id ; 
“I must see .Mr. Mont, tho’s tert.iin.” And suddenly he 
added : “ \ ic ? ” looking sti.light into her f.ice. 

She answered his look - ti.light, yes, sit.light. Oh! he 
was a proper swine ! . . . 

When he h.id left the hottse Victorine stood quite still, 
with hands pressed .ig.iiiist her dust, flu' h.id shjii less 
than he. Still as a mouse, she h id turned .ind turned the 
thought: ‘ Did I take him in ? ffid I ? ’ And if imt— 
what f She took out the notes whii h Imd bought—or sold f 
—their h.ippiness, and counted tli -m om c more. And the 
sense of injustice burned within her. li.rd '•he w.iated to 
Stand like that before men ? H.idii’t she tieen properly 
through it about that ? Why, she could have h id the sixty 
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\la\i-a-ctown! A whole half-crown I Bicket’s eyes pur¬ 
sued tjje hastening form. “ Good luck I ” he said softly to 
himself, and began putting up bis tray. " Pll go home and 
rest ray feet, and tyke Vic to see that picture. It’ll be 
funny lookin’ at it together.” 

But she was not in. He sat down and smoked a fag. He 
felt aggrieved that she was out, this the first afternoon he 
had taken oflE. Of course she couldn’t stay in all day 1 

Still-1 He waited twenty minutes, then put on 

Michael’s suit and shoes. 

‘ I’ll go and see it alone,’ he thought. ‘ It’ll cost half 
as much. They charge you sixpence, I expect.’ 

They charged him a shilling—a shilling ! One fourth of 
his day’s earnings, to see a picture ! He entered bashfully. 
There were ladies who smelled of scent and had drawling 
voices, but not a patch on Vic for looks. One of them, 
behind him, said : 

“ See ! There’s Aubrey Greene himself ! And that’s the 
picture they’re talking of—‘ Afternoon of a Dryad.’ ” 

They passed him and moved on. Bicket followed. At 
the end of the room, between their draperies and catalogues, 
he glimpsed the picture. A slight sweat broke out on his 
forehead. Almost life-size, among the flowers and spiky 
grasses, the face smiled round at him—very image of Vic I 
Could some one in the world be as like her as all that i The 
thought offended him, as a collector is offended finding the 
duplicate of an unique possession. 

“ It’s a wonderful picture, Mr. Greene'. What a type 1 ” 

A young man without hat, and fair hair sliding back, 
answered : 

“ A find, wasn’t she f ” 

“ Oh ! perfect!—the very spirit of a wood nymph; so 
mysterious ! ” 

The word that belonged to Vic! It was unholy. There 



CHAPTER V 


Michael gives Advice 

Michael still sat, correcting the proofs of “Connter- 
feits.” Save “ Jericho,” there haJ been no aiiilress to send 
them to. The East was wide, and Wilfrid h.id made no sigii 
Did Fleur ever think of Wilfrid now ? He had the inii'res- 
sion that she did not. And Wilfrid—well, probaldy he was 
forgetting her already. Even passion required a little 
sustenance. 

“ A Mr. Forsyte to see you, sir.” 

Apparition in bookland ! 

“ Ah ! Show him in." 

Soames entered with an air of suspicion. 

“This your place?” he said. ‘‘I’ve loolod in to 
tell you that I’ve bought that picture of youiii.’ (iieene’s. 
Have you anywhere to hang it ? ” 

“ I should think we h.id,” s.iid Michael. “ Jolly good, sir, 
isn’t it ? ” 

“Well,” muttered Soames, “for these days, yes. He’ll 
make a name.” 

“ He’s an intense admirer of that White Monkr y you gave 
us.” 

“ Ah! I’ve been looking into the Chinese. If I go on 
buying-” Soames paused. 

“ They are a bit of an antidote, aren’t they, sir ? Th.it 
‘ Earthly Paradise ’! And those geese—tftcy don’t seem to 
mind your counting their feathers, do they ? ” 

Soames made no reply; he was evidently thinking: 

■4S 
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“Day after to-morrow, thir/’ 

So! The counterfeit of Vic had gone to that “alder 
man," had it ? Bicket uttered a savagelittJe sound, and 
slunk out. 

He walked with a queer feeling. Had he got unnecessary 
wind up ? After all, it wasn’t her. But to know that 
another woman could smile that way, have frizzy-cnded 
short black hair, and be all curved the same 1 And at every 
woman’s passing face he looked—so diflerent, so utterly un¬ 
like Vic’s ! 

When he reached home she was standing in the middle of 
the room, with her lips to a balloon. All around her, on the 
floor, chairs, table, mantelpiece, were the blown-out shapes 
of his stock ; one by one they had floated from her lips and 
selected their own resting-places: puce, green, orange, 
purple, blue, enlivening with their colour the dingy little 
space. All his b.dloons blown up ! And there, in her be.st 
clothes, she stood, smiling, queer, excited. 

“ What in thunder ! ” s.iid Bicket. 

Raising her dress, she took some crackling notes from the 
top of her stocking, and held them out to him. 

“ See 1 Sixty-four pounds, Tony ! I’ve got it all. We 
can go.” 

“ ll hat! ” 

“ I had a brain wave—went to that Mr. Mont who gave 
us the clothes, and he’s adv.inced it. We can pay it back, 
some day. Isn’t it a marvel ? ” 

Bicker’s eyes, startled like a rabbit’s, took in her smile, 
her excited flush, and a strange feeling shot through all his 
body, as if they were taking kirn in ! She wasn’t like Vic ! 
No ! Suddenly he felt her arms round him, felt her moist 
lips on his. She clung so tight, he could not move. His 
bead went round. 

“ At last! At last! Isn’t it fine ? Kiss me, Tony 1 ” 
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“I fancy 1 have, sir. It didn’t scorn to go with my 
position.” 

“ No,” said Sonmcs. “ Flour sooms \vo!l.” 

” Yes, she’s splendid. She does the Ciiiii stunt, you 
know.” 

Soames Stared. “ That’s her niotlu r,” lie s.iid ; “ I c.m’t 
tell. Good-bye ! Oh ! I want to know ; wh.ti’.s tlic ino.in- 
ing of that expression ‘ got his goat ’ ? ” 

“ ‘ Got his goat ? ’ Oh, r.iisoil his d.u;dor, if you ki'.ow 
what that means, it was boliuo inv linio," 

“ I see,” said So.lines ; “ 1 had it right, tlicii. Wi-II ! ” 
He turned. His b.ick was very neat .ind re.d. li \ .ii.i''hcd 
through the doorway, and with it seemed to go the sense 
of definition. 

Michael took up the proofs, and re.id two pot nis. Hitter 
as quinine ! The unrest in them - tin- y.irtii" g I'l-hind the 
words! Nothing Chinese tin re I Aft'i .ill, the .on ients— 
like Old Forstte. .md his f.oher in ;i yen dilTi r> nt w.ty— 
had an anchor down. * Wh.it is it t ' thought .Mich.iel. 
‘What’s wrong with us ? We’ie qnn k, .Oid tl\er, i oek- 
surc, and diss.iii-.fied. If only si.nieihn g v'oi.M 'nthiise us, 
or get OUT goats! We’ve eloKUed nligion, tr.idiiion, pro¬ 
perty, pity; and in their pl.nt- we pi t --\»!..it r He.mty f 
Gosh ! See W.iltei N.i/ing, o.d tin- C.de Chilion ! Ami yt 
—we must be after soinethit.g ! H'tter woihl .' Dot'•n’t 
look like it. Future life ! bupposi’ I ought to “ look into 
spiritu.ilism,” as Old Forsyte would s.iy. Ivit h.'lf in this 
world, half in that—deuced odd if spoils ,ire h 'Si rc'iiivc 
than we are ! ’ 

To wliat—to what, then, was it all moving f 

‘ Dash it ! ’ thought Mii h.a 1, getting up, ‘ I'll try dicta¬ 
ting an advertisement ! ’ 

“ Will you come in, please. Miss Perren ? For ih" new 
Desert volume—Trade Journals : ‘ Danby and Winter will 
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pounds three months ago from that sculptor, who was wild 
about her; or- 4 ohesaid! But she had stuck it; yes, she 
had. Tony had nothing against her really—even if he knew 
it all. She had done it for him—Well! mostly—for him 
selling those balloons day after day in all weathers! But 
for her, they would still be stuck, and another winter coming, 
and unemployment—so they said in the paper—to be worse 
and worse! Stuck in the fogs and the cold, again! Ugh! 
Her chest was still funny sometimes; and he always hoarse. 
And this poky little room, and the bed so small that she 
couldn’t stir without waking him. Why should Tony 
doubt her f For he did—she had felt it, heard it in his 
“ Vic ? ” Would Mr. Mont convince him ? Tony was 
sharp! Her head drooped. The unfairness of it all! 
Some had everything to their hand, like that pretty wife of 
Mr. Mont’s! And if one tried to find a way and get out to a 
new chance-then—then—this! She flung her hair back. 
Tony must believe-he should! If he wouldn’t, let him 
look out. She had done nothing to be ashamed of! No, 
indeed! And with the longing to go in front and lead her 
happiness along, she got out her old tin trunk, and began 
with careful method to put things into it. 
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“ Frishtfiilly well, thnnk you." And there was silence. 

‘‘ Well,” s.iid Michael, at last, “ I suppose you've come 
about that little adtaiice to your wife. It’s quite .ill riolit ; 
no hurry wh.itever.” 

While saying this he had become conscious th.it the 
“little snipe” w.is dreadfuHv disturbid. Ills eyes h.id .i 
most peculiar look, those hiroc, shiimp-like eyis nhuli 
seemed, as it uere, in adv.mce of the rest of him. He 
h.istened on : 

“ I believe in .Vustr.ili.i me self. I think yon'n' perfoily 
right, Hicket, .and the sooner you go, the better. She doesn’t 
look too strong.” 

Ilicket swallow evl. 

“ Sir,” he said, “ you’ve been a gent to me, .md it’s h.ird 
to say things.” 

“ Then don’t.” 

Bicket’.s cheeks became suflused with blood ; queer effect 
in that p.ile, h.igg.ird l.ice. 

“ It isn’t wli.it you think,” he s.ud ; “ I’ve < om>- to ask 
you to tell me the truth.” Suddenly he whii'ped fiom his 
pocket wh.it Miih.iel perceived to be .i < run,pled novel- 
\>-T.ipper. 

“ 1 took this from a book on the lounter as I c.ime by, 
downstairs. Thtre! Is th.it my wife i ” He stn tihed 
it out. 

-Michael beheld with consternation the wrapper of ,Sior- 
bert’s novel. One thing to tell the lie benevolent alre.idy 
determined on—quite another to deny this ! 

IVicket gave him little time. 

“ I see it is, from your fyce,” he '.dd. “ What’s it .ill 

mean ? I want the truth—I must ’ave it ! I’m gettin’ 
wild over all this. If that’s ’er fyce there, then th.'it’s ’ct 
body in the Gallery—Aubrey Greene ; it’s the synm nyme. 
What’s it all mean i ” Ilis face had become almost formid- 
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How on earth I missed those things when they first came 
on the market ! ’ Then, raising his umbrella, and pointing 
it as if at the book trade, he asked : 

“ Young Butterfield—how’s he doing 1 ” 

“ Ah ! 1 was going to let you know, sir. He came in 
yesterday and told me that he saw Elderson two days ago. 
He went to sell him a copy of my f.ilher’s ‘ Limited ’ ; 
Elderson said nothing and bought two.” 

“ The deuce he did ! ” 

“ Butterfield got the impression that his visit put the 
wind up him. Elderson knows, of course, that I’m in this 
firm, and your son-in-law.” 

Soames frowned. “ I’m not sure,” he saiil, “ that sleeping 

dogs-! Well, I’m on my way there now.” 

“ Mention the book, sir, and sec how Elderson takes it. 
Would you like one youtM If f ^'ou’re on the list. E, F— 
Butterfield shouhl he re.uhing you to-d.iy. It'll save you 
a refusal. Here it is—nite get-up. One guinea.” 

“ ‘ Duct,’ ” read Soames. “ Wh.it’s it about I Musi¬ 
cal f ” 

“ Not precisely. A sort of cat-calling between the 
ghosts of the G.O.M. and Di//.y.” 

“ I’m not a reader,” s.iid Soames. He pulled out a note. 
“Why didn’t you make it a pound ? Here’s the shilling.” 

“Thanks awfully, sir; I’m sure my father’ll be fright¬ 
fully bucked to think you’ve got one.” 

“Will he ? ” said So.mies, with a faint smile. “ D’you 
ever do any Kvri here ? ” 

“ Well, we try to turn a doubtful penny.” 

“ What d’you make .it it f ” 

“ Person.illv, about five hundred a year.” 

“ That all i ” 

“ Yes, but I doubt if I’m worth more than three.” 

“ H’m ! I thought you’d got over your Socialism.” 
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A wave of pity flooded up in Michael. Pity ! Blurb ! 

He said drily; “When you've quite d.u.e, Bickei. 
D’you happen to remember what you did for hfr f " 

Bicker uncovered his face and st.ired wihlly. “ You’ve 
never told her that ? ” 

“ No; but I jolly well will if you don’t pull yi>ur.‘!i'lf 
together.” 

“ What do I care if you do, now—lyin’ like that, for .dl 
the men in the world! Sixty pound! 1 ioiunii.dilv ! 
D’you think I believeth.it.'” Hh voice h.id il. solaiion 
in it. 

“ Ah ! ” said Michael. “ You don’t bi lieve siiajdy 
because you’re ignorant, as igi'.oiant .is ihi- suiiie \oii talk 
of. A girl can do what she did .md be pcrfi ulv lioin -i, .is 
I h.aven’t the faintest doubt she is. \'ou’ve only to look .it 
her, and hc.ir the way she spe.iks of it. Sin- did it because 
she couldn’t bear to .see von selling ilio.e balloons. She 
did it to get you out of the gutter, .uid give you both .1 
chance. And now' y'ou’ve got the ch.iui e, yon kick up like 
this. Dash it all, Bicket, bi’ .1 spon ! Snppo-i' 1 ti ll her 
what you did for her—d’you think '-he’s going to -tpiirin .md 
squeal ? Not she ! It was d..nined huin.in of yon, .md it w.ni 
damned human of her ; .ind don’t you forget it ! ” 

Bicket swallowed violently' ag.iin. 

“ It’s all very well,” he said, sullenly ; “ it ’.isti’t ’.ippened 
to you.” 

Michael was afllicted at once. No I ft Ii. 'In’t h.ippened 
to him ! And all his doubts of Fleur in the d.iys of Wilfrid 
came hitting him. 

“Look here, Bicket,” he said, “do you doubt your 
wife’s aScction ? The whole thing i.s there, f’ve only .seen 
her twice, but I don’t see how you can. If she w ren’t fond 
of you, why should she want to go to Anstr.di 1 , when she 
knows she can make good money here, and enjoy he: >elf 



248 


THE WHITE MONKEY 


shortly issue “ Counterfeits,” by the author of “ Copper 
Coin,” the outstanding success of the last publishing season.’ 
I wonder how many publishers have claimed that. Miss 
Perren, for how many books this year ? ‘ These poems show 
all the brilliancy of mood, and more than the technical 
accomplishment of the young author’s first volume.’ 
How’s that ? ” 

“ Brilliancy of mood, Mr. Mont ? Do you think ? ” 

" No. But what am I to say f ‘ All the pangs and pessi¬ 
mism I ’ ” 

“ Oh, no ! But possibly ; ‘ All the brilliancy of diction, 
the strangeness and variety of mood.’ ” 

“ Good. But it’ll cost more. Say: * All the brilliant 

strangeness ’; that’ll ring their bells in once. We’re nuts 
on ‘ the strange,’ but we’re not getting it—the outre, yes, 
but not the strange.” 

“ Surely Mr. Desert gets-” 

“ Yes, sometimes; but hardly any one else. To be 
strange, you’ve got to have guts, if you’ll excuse the phrase. 
Miss Perren.” 

“ Certainly, Mr. Mont. That young man Bicket is waiting 
to see you.” 

“ He is, is he ? ” said Michael, taking out a cigarette 
“ Give me time to tighten my belt. Miss Perren, and ask 
him up.” 

‘ The lie benevolent,’ he thought; ‘ now for it! ’ 

The entrance of Bicket into a room where his last appear¬ 
ance had been so painful, %vas accomplished with a certain 
stolidity. Michael stood, back to the hearth, smoking; 
Bicket, back to a pile of modern novel, with the words 
“ This great new novel ” on it. Michael nodded 

“ Hallo, Bicket 1 ” 

Bicket nodded. 

“ Hope you’re keeping well, sir I ** 



CHAPTER VT 


Qciri'ANci; 

Bickft stumbled, h.df-blind, .iloui; tlir Sir.iiul. X.iiur illv 
good-tempered, such u nerve-siurni in.idc liim t >l ill, .uid 
bruised in the br.iin. Sunlight .uul inuiiuu -l.iwly restored 
some power of thouL'ht. IT.- h id cot the truth Ihit w.'s it 
the whole nnd nothing but the truth ? Could'h n :veni.ide 

all that money without-? It he could lulievr ihat, then, 

perh.ips--«ut of this country where pioj'lc ceiM h,.) 
naked for .1 shilling -herniehi forj-et. Hut ■-.dlili.ii tno'i -y! 
And even if all earned “ Iionoia.ible," as I\li. alon! li id put 
it, in how many days, expo-ed t'> the ey. s nt how ni.uiy 
melt? He groaned .ihead in the street, th'- thought of 
noini^ home to her--of .1 scene, of wiiit h" nn dit I'mju if 
there rrrre a scene, wa.s jua about uni '..i.dil'. Aial yet — 
must do it, he suiiposed. II' lould hiv loine it bett'-r 
under St. Paul’s, st.aiding in the (.utt"r, oil line hi-- I'.illoon-. 
A man of leinire for the fu't tiiii' in hi- l.t-, .. blooming 
“ alderman ” wi'h nothiii’g to do Ina -ii p in and t.dre .1 
ticket to the rtiddv hutteilltes ! And It" ow ■ d 1 hat lei-tire to 
what a m.in with nothing to 1 ihe It’-- ihou-lits oil -imply 
could nut bear ! He would ratlu r hivi su .a; d ih" moni y 
out of a shop till. Better that on hi-r -mil, tli -a th" j.ih of 
this dark fieiidi-h sexual jealoii y. ‘ Ih- 1 m ai ! ’ i'..i-y 

said ! ‘ Pull yourself together! Slf did it loi you ! ’ il<- 

would a hundred time^ rath-r -he Imd not. Hl.u klii.us 
Bridge ! A dive, and an end in th- mnd down tin re f Hut 
you h id to rise three times; th'-y would li h you out alive. 
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able; his cockney accent very broad. “ What gyme '.is she 
been plyin’ I You gotta tell me before I go aht of ’ere.” 

Michael’s heels came together. He said quietly ; 

“ Steady, Bicket.” 

“ Steady ! You’d be steady if your wife-! All that 

money ! ITou never advanced it—you never give it ’cr— 
never 1 Don’t tell me you did ! ” 

Michael had taken his line. No lies ! 

“ I lent her ten pounds to make a round sum of it—that’s 
all j the rest she earned—honourably ; and you ought to be 
proud of her.” 

Bicker’s mouth fell open. 

“ Proud ? And how’s she earned it ? Proud ! My 
Gawd!” 

Michael said coldly : 

“ As a model. I myself g.ave her the introduction to my 
friend, Mr. Greene, the day you h.id lunch with me. You’ve 
heard of models, I suppose ? ” 

Bickel’s hands tore the wrapper, and the pieces fill to 
the floor. “ Mi>dels ! ” he said : “ Pyuters—yes, I’ve ’eard 
of ’em—Swines ! ” 

“ No more swine than you are, Bicket. Be kind enough 
not to insidt my friend. Pull yourself together, man, and 
take a cigarette.” 

Bicket dashed the proffered case aside. 

“ I—I—was stuck on her,” he said passionately, “ and 
she’s put this up on me ! ” A sort of sob came out of his 
lungs. 

“ You were stuck on her,” said Michael; his voice had 
sting in it. “ And when she does her best for you, you 
turn her down—is that it f Do you suppose she liked it ? ” 

Bicket covered his face suddenly. 

“ What should 1 know ? ” he muttered from behind his 
hands. 
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'Well, I can’t keep ’em. I earned them to get you out 
of this.” 

There was a long silence, while the notes lay between 
them on the table, still crisp if .1 little gre.isy—the long- 
desired, the dre.tmed-of me..ns of rele.ise, of happine.'is 
together in the sunshine. There they lay; neither would 
take them ! What then ? 

“ Vic,” said Bicker at List, in a ho.irse whisper, “ swear 
you never let ’em touch you ! ” 

“ Yes, I can swear that.” 

And she could smile, too, s.iying it—that sniili' of hers ! 
How believe her—living all these months, keeping it troin 
him, telling him a lie about it in the end ! He s.mk into a 
chair by the table .ind l.iid his he.ul on his .inns. 

Victorine turned and began pulling an old coril round the 
trunk. He raised his head at the tinnv sound. 'J'hen she 
re.illy meant to go .aw.ty ! He saw his life devast.ited, empty 
as a cocoanut on Hampste.id Heath; and all defence r.tn 
melted out of his cockney spirit. Te.irs rolled from his e_v<'s. 

“When yon were ill,” he said, “ I stole for you. I got 
the bird for it.” 

She spun round. “ Tony—you never told me ! Wh.it did 
you steal ? ” 

“ Books. All your e,\tra feedin’ was books.” 

Tor a long minute she stood looking ;it hint, th' ii stri-tehed 
out Iter h.iuds without a word. Biiket sei/.ed them. 

“ I don’t care about anything,” he g.isped, “ so ’elp me, 
so long as you’re fond of me, Vic ! ” 

“ And I don’t neither. Oh ! let’s get out of this, Tony !— 
this awful little room, tliis awful country. Let’s gel out of it 
all ! ” 

“ Yes,” s.aid Bicket; and put her hands to his eyes. 



2S2 


THE WHITE MONKEY 


if she wants i I can vouch for my friend Greene. He's 
dashed decent, and I know he’s piayed cricket.” 

But, searching Bicket’s face, he wondered : Were all the 
others she had sat to as dashed decent ? 

“ Look here, Bicket! We all get up against it some¬ 
times ; and that’s the test of us. You’ve just get to believe 
in her ; there’s nothing else to it.” 

“ To myke a show of herself for all the world to see ! ” 
The words seemed to struggle from the skinny throat. “ I 
saw that picture bought yesterday by a ruddy alderman.” 

Michael could not conceal a grin at this description of 
“ Old Forsyte.” 

“ As a matter of fact,” he said, “ it was bought by my 
own father-in-law as a present to us, to hang in our house. 
And, mind you, Bicket, it’s a fine thing.” 

“ Ah ! ” cried Bicket, “ it is a fine thing ! Money ! It’s 
money bought her. Money’ll buy anything. It’ll buy the 
’eart out of your chest.” 

And Michael thought; ‘ I can’t get away with it a bit! 
What price em.mcip.-uion ? He’s never he.ird of the Greeks ! 
And if he had, they’d seem to him a lot of loose-living 
foreigners. I must quit.’ And, suddenly, he s.tw tears 
come out of those shrimp’s eyes, and trickle down the 
hollowed cheeks. 

Very disturbed, he said h.astily : 

“ When you get out there, you’ll never think of it again. 
Hang it all, Bicket, be a man ! She did it for the best. If 
I were you. I’d never let on to her that I knew. That’s 
what she’d do if I told her liow you snooped those ‘ Copper 
Coins.’ ” 

Bicket clenched his fists—the action went curiously with 
the tears ; then, without a word, he turned and shuiHed out. 

‘ Well,’ thought Michael, ‘ giving advice is clearly not 
my stunt! Poor little snine ' ’ 
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copped doing it.” That young painter had said a clever 
thing yes, and his picture was clever, though Dumerrius 
had done one over the price—as usual ! Where would 
Fleur hang it ? In the li.ill. he shouliln’t be surprised— 
good light there ; and the sort of people they knew wouldn’t 
jib at the nude. Curious—where all the nudes went to! 
You never saw’ a nude—no njore than you saw the pro¬ 
verbial dead donkey I So.ones h.ul ,t moment.iry vision of 
dying donkeys I.idt'ii with pictures of the nude, sti-pping off 
the edge of the woild. Refusing its extr.iv.ig.ince, lie r.iised 
his eyes, just in time- to see St. J’.iul's, .1-. l.iigi- .e. lif-. Th.it 
little beggar with hi-- b illoons w.i-.n’t theie to-d.iv ! Well— 
he’d nothing for him ! At a i.mgi-nt his thoughts turned 
tow.irds the object of his pibgiim.igi- -tin- IM’.R.S. .ind its 
halt ye.ir’s .iccounts. At his suggestion, thev \iere writing 
off that Gertn in business w holes.ile—.1 de.id loss of jwo 
huiidreil .iiul thirty thousuul pounds. There would be no 
interim diviih-nd, .ind even tlii-n t!u*v .sould be c.iii-.'ing 
forw.ird .1 debit tow irds the next h .lf-\'-.ir. Well I better 
h.ive a rotten tooth out .it onc'- .ii.d done vrith ; tin- sh.iie- 
hold ers would have six months to get usetl to the g.ip before 
the geiier.il mei ting, 1 h- hnn'elf h.ul got used to it .ilre.idy, 
and so would tliey in time. Sh.iiehohhr.. were seidoin 
n.isiy iinle'S st.irth-d—,1 loi.g-sulT -itii!; lot ! 

In the bo.trd room the old cleik w.ib still tilling his ink¬ 
pots from tiu* m.cgnnm. 

“ Manager in f ” 

“ Yes, sir.” 

“ Say I'm here, will von ? ” 

The old clerk irithdrew. Soimes IooKmI at tlie clock. 
Twelve ! A little sh. ft of sunlight sl.mtcd down the w.iiii.s- 
Cottir.g and floor. There w.is nothing el-e alive in tin- room 
save <a bluebottle <tnd the tick of the • lock; not even a d.iily 
paper. Soumos watched the bluebottle. He renn iid.ered 
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and run you in for it—and nothing gained—not even the 
pleasure of thinking that Vic'would see what she had done, 
when she came to identify the body. Dead was dead, any¬ 
way, and lie would never know what she felt post-mortem ! 
He trudj'ed across the bridge, keeping his eyes before him. 
Little Ditch Street—how he used to scuttle down it, back to 
her, when she liad pneumonia ! Would he never feel like 
that again ? 1 le st rode past the window, and went in. 

Victorine was still bending over the brown tin trunk. 
Slie straightened herself, .and on her face came a cold, tired 
look. 

“ Well,” she stiid, “ I sec you know.” 

Hicket had but two steps to lake in that small room. He 
took them, and put his hands on her shoulders. His face 
was close, his eyes, so large and strained, searched hers. 

“ I know you’ve inyde a show of yerself for all i.ondon to 
see ; wh.tt 1 want to know is the rest ! ” 

Victorine st.ired hack at him. 

“The rest!” she s.tid—it w.’.s not a question, just a 
repetition, in .i voice that .seemed to me.m nothing. 

“ Ah ! ” s.iid [licket ho.ir.seix ; ” I'he re>t - Well ? ” 

“ If vou think there’s a ‘ rest,’ th.it’s enough.’’ 

Jlicket jerked his hands aw.ty. 

“ Aoh ! fur the kind's s.ike, d.ion’t be mysterious. I’m 
’.ilf orf me nut ! ” 

“I see th.it,” said Victorine; “and I see this; You 
.ircn’t wh.it I thought you. D'you think I liked doing it ? " 
She raised her divss and took out the notes. There you 
.ire ! ^’ou c.in go to .Vustr.tlia without me.” 

llieket cried ho.irsely : “ And leave you to the blasted 
pynters ? ” 

“ .And le.ivc me to mesclf. T.ike them ! ” 

ilut Hicket recoiled .ig.iinst the door, str ring ai the notes 
with horror. ” Not me 1 ” 
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“ If every director were as conscientious as you, one would 
sleep in one’s bed. I don’t mind telling you that the .imount 
of help I got from the Board before you came on it was— 
well—negligible.” 

Flattery ! The fellow must be leading up to something ! 

Elderson went on ; 

“ I can say to you wh.it I couldn’t s.iy to .my of the 
others: I’m not at all h.ippy about lnisini"-s, Mr. Forsyte. 
England is just about to discover the state she's really 
in.” 

F.nccd with this startling confirm.ition of his own thoughts, 
Soames reacted. 

“ No good crying out before we’re hurt,” he said ; “ the 
pound’s still high. W'e’ie good st.iyet';.” 

“ In the soup, I’m afr.iid. If something drastic isn’t done 
—we shall stay there. And anything dr.istic, as you know, 
means disorganisation .and lean years before you reap 
reward.” 

How could the fellow talk like this, .and look as bright and 
pink as anew penny f It confirmed the tin oiy th.it he tlidn’t 
care wh.it happened. And, suddenly, So.inus resolved to 
try a shot. 

“ Talking of lean ye.trs—I came in to s.iy th.at I think we 
must call a meeting of the .sli.irehohiers over this de.id loss 
of the German business.” He s.iid it to the floor, and looked 
quickly up. The result was disappfiinting. The m.an.iger’s 
light-grey eyes met his v%ithout a blink. 

“ I’ve been expecting th.it from you,” he s.iid. 

‘ The deuce you have ! ’ thought Soames, for it had but 
that moment come into his mind. 

“ By all means call one,” went on the manager ; “ but 
I’m afraid the Board won’t like it.” 

Soames refrained from s.aying : “ Nor do I.” 

“ Nor the shareholders, Mr. Forsyte. In a long experienc* 
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Looking into Elderson 

SoAMES had left Danby and Winter divided in thought 
between Eldeison and the White Monkey. As Fleur sur¬ 
mised, he had never forgotten Aubrey Greene’s words con¬ 
cerning that bit of salvage from the wreck of George 
Forsyte. “ Eat the fruits of life, scatter the rinds, and get 
copped doing it.” His application of them tended towards 
the field of business. 

The country was still living on its c.apital. With the 
vollapse of the c.irrying trade and Europe.m ni.irkets, they 
were importing food they couldn’t afford to p.ty for. In his 
opinion they would get copped doing it, and that before 
long. British credit was all very well, the wonder of the 
world .and that, but you couldn’t live indefinitely on wonder. 
With shipping idle, concerns making a loss ,ill over the place, 
and the unemployed in swarms, it was a pretty pair of 
slu)es ! Even insurance must suffer before long. Perh.ips 
th.it chap Elderson h.id foreseen this .ilready, and was 
simply feathering his nest in time. If one was to be copped 
in :my case, why bother to be honest ? This was cynicism 
so patent, that all the Foisyte in So.imes rejected it; and 
yet it wouid keep coming b.ick. In a general bankruptcy, 
why trouble with thrift, f.ir-sightedness, integrity f Even 
the Conserv.itives were refusing to call theniNeKes 
Conservatives again, as if there were something ridiculous 
.about the word, and they knew there was really nothing 
left to conserve. “ Eat the fruit, scatter the rinds, and get 
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have alluded to the impudence of the young man’s call. 
And yet .such a cool c.ird was c.ip.iMe of f.ulii.g to rise, just 
to tease you ! No ! Nothing doing—as they s.iid iiow.id.iys. 
He w.is as f.tr as ever from .1 proof of guilt ; .ind to spe.ik 
truth, gl.id of it. Sikh .t ."^c md.il could 'erv<- no purpo.se 
save that of blackening the whole concern, directors .u.d .ill. 
People were so c.iridi'S, they m ver stopped to think, or 
apportion hi.tine where it u.i^ due. Keep .1 sliarp eye <ipen, 
and go on as they were ! No good stilling hornets’ nests! 
He h.id got so f.ir in thought .iitvi piogiess, when a voice 
said : 

“ Well met, Forsyte ! are you going tny w.t\’ ? ” 

“Old Moiii,” coniinr: ilowii the step ot bnooks’! 

“ I don’t know,” s.iid So.tines. 

“ I’m oil to the .A.-rophtue for liincli.” 

“ Th.tt new-f.ltigh il pi.ice f ” 

“ Risiiic, you know, I'lirsyte --ri'intr.” 

“ I’ve just been seeing Kidersoii. I le's bought two copies 
of your book.” 

“ D.sir me ! Poor fellow ! ” 

So.iines smiled f lintly. “Th.it's uli.it he sod of yi>ii ! 
And who d’you think .sold them to him f \oui.g ISutt r- 
field.” 

“ I.S he still .tlive ? ” 

“ He w.is. this mornint’.” 

Sir L lureiice’s f.ice toil!-; on .t twin ; 

“ I’ve bei-n thii.king, Forsyte. Th'-y tell me F.lderson 
keeps two women.” 

So.imes st.ired. Th" idea was attr.ictive; would .iciount 
for everything. 

“ My wife s.iys it’s one too many, I'orsyte. What do you 

say i ” 

“If” said Soames. “ I only know the ch.tp’s as cool as 
a cucumber. I’m going in here. Good bye ! ” 
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how, as a boy, he had preferred bluebottles and green- 
bottles to the ordinary fly, because of their bright colour. 
It was a lesson. The showy things, the brilliant people, 
were the d.ingerous. Witness the Kaiser, and that precious 
Italian poet—what was his name! And this Jack-o’- 
lantern of their own ! lie shouldn’t be surprised if Elderson 
were brilliant in private life. Why didn’t the chap come ? 
Was that encounter with young Butterfield giving him 
pause f The bluebottle crawled up the pane, buzzed down, 
crawled up again; the sunlight stole inward along the 
floor. All was vacuous in the board room, as though 
embodying the principle of insurance : “ Keep things as 
they are.” 

‘ Can’t kick my heels here for ever,’ thought Soames, and 
moved to the window. In that wide street leading to the 
river, sunshine illumined a few pedestrians and a brewer’s 
dray, but along the main artery at the end the traflic 
streamed and rattled. London! A monstrous place ! 
And all insured ! ‘ What’ll it be like thirty years hence ? ’ 
he thought. To think that there would be London, without 
himself to see it ! He felt sorry for the place, sorry for 
hiin.;clf. Even old Gradinan would be gone. He supposed 
the insurance societies would lotik after it, but he didn’t know. 
And suddenly he bec.une tiw.ire of Elderson. The fellow 
looked quite j.iunty, in a suit of dittoes and a carnation. 

“ Contemplating the future, Mr. Foisyte ? ” 

“No,” s.iid Soames. How had the fellow guessed his 
thotighls f 

“ I’m glad you’ve come in. It gives me a chance to say 
how grateful I .tm for the interest you take in the concern. 
It’s rare. A manager has a lonely job.” 

W.'is he mocking ? He seemed altogether very spry and 
uppish. Light-he.irtednc.ss alw.ays made Soames suspicious 
—there w.is generally some reason for it. 



CIIAPTKR VIII 
Levantid 

“ No, dear heart, Nature’s ‘ ofl ’! ” 

“ How d’you mean, Midiael ? ” 

“ Well, look at the Nature novels we get. S• ilulons stuff 
pitched on Cornish cliffs or Yorkshire n>t)ors—< vei heen on 
a Yorkshire moor ?—it comes off on you ; ami the D.irt- 
moor brand. Gosh ! Dartmoor, where the jias.>i(.ns come 
from—ever been on Dartmoor ? Well, they don't, you know. 
And the South S'-a bunch! Oh, la, la ! And the poet.s, the 
splash-and-splutter school don’t get witliin miles of N.ttiire. 
The village idiot school is a bit better, ceitaiidy. After all, 
old Wordsworth m.ide N.iture, and she’s a bromide. Of 
course, there’s raw nature with thesm.dl ‘n but if you come 
up ag dust th.it, it takes you .ill your time to keep alive—the 
Nature we g.is .ibout is li> eiised, nici ly blended and bottled. 
She’s not modem enough for contempor.iry style.” 

“Oh! well, let’s go on tin- river, .in\ w.iy, Michael. We 
can h.ive tea .it ‘ The Shelter.’ ” 

They were just re.uhing wh.it Mieli.iel alw.iys called ‘ ilii, 
desir.ible residence,’ when f'leur le.med forw.ird, and, 
touching his km-e, said : 

“ I’m not h.ilf as nice to you as you de' erve, Michael.” 

“ Good Lord, d.irling I I though' you were.” 

“ I know I’m selli^h ; esf'eci.dly ju I now.” 

'It’s only the eleventh b.ironei.” 

‘Yes; it’s a great respotibibility. I only hope he’ll be 
like you.” 

Michael slid in to the landing-st.age, shipped his scud amJ 
sat down besid ■ her. 
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I’ve found thnt the less you rub their noses in anything 
unpleasant, the better for every one.” 

“ That may be,” said Soames, stiffening in contrariety; 
” but it’s all a part of the vice of not facing things.” 

“ I don’t think, Mr. Forsyte, that you will accuse me of 
not facing things, in the time to come.” 

Time to come ! Now, what on earth did the fellow mean 
by that ? 

“ Well, I shall moot it at the next Board,” he said. 

“Quite!” s.iid the man.iger. “Nothing like bringing 
things to a head, is there ? ” 

Ag.iin that indi-finable mockery, as if he had something 
up his sleeve. So.imes looked mechanic.illy at the fellow’s 
cuffs—be.uitifiilly 1.Hindered, with a blue stripe ; at his 
holl.ind w.iistco.it, and his bird’s-eye tie—a regul.ir d indy. 
He would give him a second b.irrel ! 

“ By the w.iy,” he s.iid, “ Mont's written a book. I’ve 
taken a co|iy.” 

Not a blink ! A little more show of teeth, perhaps— 
false, no doubt ! 

“ I’ve t.iken two—poor, dear Mont ! ” 

Soames had ,i sense of defeat. This chap w.is armoured 
like a cr.ib. varnislied like a Sp.inish t.iblc. 

“ Well.” he s.iid, “ I niii.st go.” 

The m.in.iger held out hi^ h.ind. 

“ (jood-bye, Mr. Forsyte. I’m so grateful to you.” 

The fellow w.is actu.illy squee/ing his h.iiid. Soames 
went out confused. To h.ive his h.itul squee/eii w.is so r.ire ! 
It undermined him. .And yet, it might be the crown of a 
consnmm.ite bit of .icting. lb-couldn’t tell. He had, how¬ 
ever, less intention even th.m before of moving for a meeting 
of the sh.iri hohlers. No, no ! Th.it h id just been a shot to 
get a rise ; .uid it had f.iiled. But the Butterfield “hot had 
g me home, surelv ! If innocent, F.lderson must certainly 



LEVANTED 


26s 


They went up the lawn arm-in-arm. Nobody w.is .-.t 
home—Soames in London, Annette at .1 g.trden p.irty. 

“ We’ll have tea on the ver.mJ.ih, plc.ise,'’ said 
Fleur. 

Sitting there, happier than he ever leinembered being, 
Mieh.iel concided a certain v.iliic to N.mire, to the sun¬ 
shine stealing down, the scent of pinks .md roses, the siehing 
in the aspens. Annette’s pet doves were cooitie ; .ind, 
beyonil the quietly-flowing river, the spires of pojfl.ir trees 
rose .along the further b. tik. Hut, .ifter ,ill, lie u.t; only 
enjoyitig thetn bec.iuse of the girl be-iiie him, rihom he 
loved to touch and look at, .and bec.iuse, for the Itist time, 
he felt as if she did not w.int to get up .uid flutter oil to 
someone or something eKe, Curious tint there lould be, 
outside oneself, a being who completely robbed the world 
of its importance, “snooped,” .is it were, the whole “ li.ig 
of tricks”—.and she otte’s own wife! \'ery cuiiou',, con- 
sidi ring what one w.is I He he.ird her s.iv : 

“ Of cour.e, mother’s a Catholic ; oulv, liviti;> with 
father d. iwai here, she left off pr.icti-ing. Shi didn’t even 
bother tile much. I’ve been thmkitig, Mith.iei—w li.it .sh.ill 
we do .ibout him ? ” 

“ 1,-t liiin rip.” 

“ 1 don’t know. lie must be t.night .'omething, b'l .luse 
of going to school. The Catholics, you know, te.dly do get 
things out of their religion.” 

“ Ves ; they go it blind ; it’s the only logical w.iy now.” 

“ I think having no religion in.ikes otie fei 1 th.it luuii.ng 
matters.” 

Jlich.iel suppressed the words : “ We could hting him up 
as a sun-worshipper,” and said, inste.ui: 

“ It seems to me th.it wh.itevei Iv’s taught will only 
last till he can think for himself; then he’ll sclile down to 
what suits liim.” 
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One could get no help from that baronet fellow; he 
couldn’t take anything seriously. Two women ! At Elder- 
,son s .age ! What a life i Ihere were always men like that, 
not content with one thing at a time—living dangerously. 
It was my.sterious to him. You might look and look into 
chaps like that, and see nothing. And yet, there they 
were ! He crossed the hall, and went into the room where 
connoisseurs were lunching. Taking down the menu at the 
service table, he ordered himself a dozen oysters ; but, 
suddenly remembering that the month contained no “ r,’’ 
changed them to a fried sole. 
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to tell the Board at the meeting on Tuesday that I am on my 
way to immunity from the consequences of any peccadillo 
I may have been guilty of. By the time you receive this, I 
shall be there. I have always held that the secret of life, 
no less than that of business, is to know when not to stop. 
It will be no use to proceed against me, for niy person will 
not be attachable, as I believe you c.dl it in the l.tw, .md I 
have left no property behind. If your object was to corner 
me, I cannot congratulate you on your tactics. If, on the 
other hand, you inspired th.tt young m in's visit .is .1 
warning that you were still pursuing the m.itter, I should 
like to add new thanks to those which 1 expre.ssed when I 
saw you a few days ago. 

“ Believe me, dear Mr. Forsyte, 

“ Faithfully yours, 

“Roukri Ei.obhsoh.” 

Michael said cheerfullv : 

“ Happy release ! Now you’ll feel s.ifer. ;ir.” 

Soames passed his h.ind over his f.iee, evidently wiping 
off its e.xpression. “ We'll discuss it 1 iter,” he s.iid. “ 'I’his 
dog’s been keeping me comp.my.” 

Michael admired him .it ih.il moment. lb- w.is obviously 
swallowing his ‘ grief,’ to s ive Fleur. 

“ Fleur’s a bit tired,” lie said. ” We’ve Iven on the 
river, and had te.i at ‘ The Shi-her ’; M.idanie w.isn’t in. 
Let’.s h.ive dinner at once, Fleur.” 

Fleur had picked up Ting-.i-ling, :ind w.is holding her face 
out of reach of his avid tongue. 

“ Sorry you’ve had to w.iit. Did,” .'h'- murm ired, behind 
the yellow fur ; “ I’m just going to wash ; sh.m’t ch.inge.” 

When she had gone, Soames reached for the letter. 

“ A pretty kettle of fish ! ” he muttered. “ Where it’ll 
end, I can’t tell! ” 

, “ But isn’t this the tnd, sir f ” 
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“ If he’s like me, I shall disown him. But sons take after 
their mothi is.” 

“ I meant in character. I want him frightfully to be 
cheerful and not restless, and have the feeling that life’s 
worth while.” 

Michael stared at her lips—they were quivering ; at her 
cheek, slightly browned by the afternoon’s sunning ; and, 
bending sideways, he put his own against it. 

“ He’ll be a sunny little cuss, I’m certain.” 

FI eur shook her head. 

“ I don’t want him greedy and sclf-centri'd ; it’s in my 
blood, you know. I can see it’s ugly, but I c.in’t help it. 
How do you ni.in.ige nor to be ? ” 

Mich.iel ruflled his Ji.iir with his free h.tnd. 

“The sun isn’t too hot for you, is it, ducky ?” 

“ No. Seriously, Mich.iel—how ? ” 

“ But I am. Look at the w.iy 1 w.int you. Nothing will 
cure me of th.it.” 

A slight ptessurc of her cheek on his own was heartening, 
and he said : 

“ Do you remember coming down the g.trden one night, 
.ind finding me in .1 boat jii.st here ? When you’d gone, I 
stood on my head, to cool it. I w.is oti my uppers ; I didn’t 

think I’d got an earthly-” He stopped. No! He 

would not remind her, but th it w.is the night when she 
s.iid : “Come .ig.iin when I know I can't get my wish!” 
The unknown coii.sin I 

Fleur said quietly : 

“ I was a pig to you, Mich.iel, hut I was awfully unh.nppy. 
Th.it’s gone. It’s gone at last ; there's nothing wrong now, 
except my own n.iture.” 

Conscious that his feelings betrayed the period, Michael 
said ; 

“ Oh I if th.it’s .all! M’hat price tea f ’ 
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“ I can’t see why they should. How could you have 
helped it f ” 

So.imes sniffed. 

“There’s no connection in life between reward and vo\ir 
deserts. If the war h.isn’t taught you th.it, notliing 
will.” 

“Well,” said Michael, “ Fleur will be down directly. If 
you’ll excuse me a minute ; we’ll eo i'inue it in our next.” 

Their next did not occur till Fleur hail gone to bed. 

“ Now, sir,” said Michael, “ I expect luv governoi’s ,it the 
Aeroplane. He goes there and meditates on ihe end ot the 
world. Would you like me to ring him up, if yo ir Bo inl 
meeting’s to-morrow ? ” 

Soames nodded. lie himself would not sleep a wink—why 
should ‘ Old Mont ’ f 

Michael went to the Chinese tea ch'-st. 

“ B.irt ? This is Mich.iel. Old For— - my f.tther in-law 
is here; he’s h.id a pill. . . . No; I'.’d.-rMm. Coo'd yon 
blow' in by aiiy ch.ince and hear ? . . . He’s loming, i-ir. 
Shall we stay down, or go up to my stu ly ? ” 

“Down,” muttered Soames, who.e e\es wre fix'd on 
the white mo'ikey. “ I don’t know what we’re .ill coming 
to,” he add d, suddenly. 

“ If we did, sir, we slionld die of boredoni.” 

“ Speak for yourself. All this utirelial'ility ! I can’t tell 
where it’s le.iding.” 

“ Perhaps there's somewhere, sir, th.it’s neith'-r lieaven 
nor hell.” 

“ A man of his age ! ” 

“ S.ime ape as my dad ; it was a bad vintage, I expect. 
If you’d been in the war, sir, it would have cheered you up 
no end.” 

“ Indeed ! ” said Soamei. 

“ It took the linch-pins out of the c.art—sdniittcd ; but. 
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“ But what do you think about things, ACchael ? You’re 
as good as any one I know.” 

“ Gosh ! ” murmured Michael, strangely flattered : “ Is 
that so ? ” 

“ What do you think ? Be serious ! ” 

“ Well, darling, doctrinally nothing—which means, of 
course, that I haven’t got religion. I believe one has to 
play the game—but that’s ethics.” 

“ But surely it’s a handicap not to be able to rely on any¬ 
thing but oneself ? If there’s something to be had out of 
any form of belief, one might as well have it.” 

Michael smiled, but not on the surface. 

“ You’re going to do just as you like about the eleventh 
baronet, and I’m going to abet you. But considering his 
breeding—I fancy he’ll be a bit of a sceptic.” 

“ But I don’t want him to be. I’d railier he were sntig, and 
convinced and all that. Scepticism only makes one restless.” 

“ No while monkey in him ? Ah! I wonder ! It’s in the 
air, I guc.ss. The only thing will be to te.u li him .1 sense 
of other people, as young as possible, with a slipper, if 
necessary.” 

Fleur gave him a clear look, and laughed. 

“ Yes,” she said: “ Mother used to try, but father 
wouldn’t let her.” 

They did not re.tch home till past eight o’clock. 

” Either your f.ither’s here, or mine,” said Michael, in the 
hall ; ” there’s a prehistoric h.u.” 

” It's D.id’s. llis is grey in.^ide. Bart’s is buff.” 

In the Chinese room Soames indeed was discovered, with 
an opened letter, and Ting-a-ling at his feet. He held the 
letter out to Mich.iel, without a word. 

There was no date, and no address ; Michael read : 


DiiAR Mr. Forsyte, —Perhaps you will be good enough 
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own father, James—how he had hung on, long and fr.iil as a 
reed, hung on and on ! And Timothy, preserved in Consols, 
dying at a hundred ! Grit and body in those t)ld English 
boys, in spite of their funny ways. And there stirreil in 
Soames a sort of atavistic will-power. He would see, .itid 
they would see—and that was all about it ! 

The grinding of a taxi’s wheels brought him b.iek from 
reverie. Here came “Old Mont,’’ titiuppy. .ind light in the 
head as ever, no doubt. And, inste.id of his hand, he held 
out Elderson’s letter. 

“ Your precious schoolfellow’s levanted," he ■‘.lid. 

Sir Lawrence read it through, and whittl' d. 

“ What do you think, Forsyte—Coua .iitinople f ’’ 

“ More likely Monte Carlo,’’ said Soames gloomily. 
“ Secret commission—it’s not an extradit.ible oflence.” 

The odd contortions of that baronet’s face were giving 
him some pleasure—the fellow seemed to be feeling it, after 
all. 

“ I should think he’s really gone to escape his women, 
Forsyte.” 

The chap was incorrigible ! Soames shrugged his 
shoulders almost violently. 

“ You’d better realise,” he said, “ that the fat is in the 
fire.” 

“ But surely, my dear Forsyte, it’s been there ever since 
the French occupied the Ruhr. Elderson has cut his 
lucky ; we appoint some one else. Wh.it more is there to 
it ? ” 

Soames had the peculiar feeling of having overdone his 
own honesty. If an honour.able man, a ninth b.iroiut, 
couldn’t see the implications of Elderson’s confe.--'inn, were 
they really there ? Was any fuss and scand.il nete.'- iry f 
Goodness knew, ht didn’t want it ! He said lieavily : 

“ W’e now have conclusive evidence of a fraud ; we in-ytt 
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Soames stared. These young people! Here be was, faced 
wixYi a public scandal, which might lead to he didn’t know 
what —the loss of his name in the city, the loss of his fortune, 

perhaps ; and they took it as if-! They had no sense of 

responsibility—none! All his father’s power of seeing the 
worst, all James’ nervous pessimism, had come to the fore 
in him dating the hour since, at the Connoisseurs’ Club, he 
had been handed that letter. Only the extra ‘ form ’ of 
the generation that succeeded James saved him, now that 
Fleur was out of the room, from making an exhibition of his 
fears. 

“ Your father in town ? ” 

“ I believe so, sir.” 

“ Good ! ” Not that he felt relief. That baronet chap 
was just as irresponsible—get ting him to go on that Board-! 
It all came of mixing with people brought up in a sort of 
incurable levity, with no real feeling for money. 

“Now th.it Klderson’s lev.anted,” he said, “the whole 
thing must come out. Here’s his confession in my hand-” 

“ Why not tear it up, sir, and say Elderson has developed 
consumption ? ” 

The impossibility of getting anything serious from this 
young man .ifllicted Soames like the eating of heavy pudding. 

“ You think th.it would be honour.ible f ” he said grimly, 

“ Sorry, sir ! ” said Michael, sobered. “ Can I help at 
all ? ” 

“ Yes ; by dropping your levity, and taking care to keep 
wind of this matter away from Fleur.” 

“ I will,” said Michael, earnestly : " I promise you. I’ll 
Dutch-oyster the whole thing. What’s your line going to 
be f ” 

“ We sh.vll have to call the shareholders together and 
explain this dicky-dealing. They’ll very likely take it in 
bad p.irt.” 
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“Wl'II,” he snid, coldly, “remember that to-morrow. 
I’m going to bed.” 

At his open window upstaits he felt no sen^e of vittiip, 
but he enjoyed a sort of peace, lie h.id t.ikeii Ids line, .ind 
there it was! 
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my Ijord ! it did give you an idea of the grit there is about, 
when it comes to being up against it.” 

Soamcs stared. Was this young fellow reading him a 
lesson against pessimism ? 

“ Look at young Butterfield, the other day,” Michael 
went on, “ going over the top, to Elderson ! Look at the 
girl who sat for ‘ the altogether ’ in that picture you bought 
us ! She’s the wife of a packer we had, who got hoofed for 
snooping books. She made quite a lot of money by standing 
for the nude, and never lost her wicket. They’re going to 
Australia on it. Yes, and look at that little snooper himself ; 
he snooped to keep her alive after pneumonia, and came 
down to selling balloons.” 

“ I don’t know what you’re talking about,” said Soamcs. 

“ Only grit, sir. You sa.id you didn’t know what we were 
coming to. Well, look at the unemployed! Is there a 
country in the world where they stick it as they do here ? I 
get awfully bucked at being English every now and then. 
Don’t you f ” 

The words stirred something deep in Soames ; but, far 
from giving it away, he continued to gaze at the white 
monkey. The restless, inhuman, and yet so human, angry 
sadness of the creature’s eyes ! ‘ No whites to them ! ’ 

thought Soanu s : ‘ that’s what does it, I expect! ’ And 

George h.id liked that picture to hang opposite his bed ! 
Well, George had grit—joked with his last breath : very 
English, George ! Very English, all the Forsytes ! Old 
Uncle Jolyon, and his way with shareholders ; Swithin, 
upright, puiTy, huge in a too-little arm-chair at Timothy’s : 

‘ All these small fry ! ’ he seemed to hear the words again ; 
and Uncle Nicholas, whom that chap Elderson reproduced 
as it were unworthily, spry and all-there, and pretty 
sensual, but quite above suspicion of dishonesty. And old 
Roger, with his crankiness, and German mutton ! And his 



SOAilES DOESN’T GIVE A D.VMN 


275 


After telling himself that night twenty-five tim,-- tlir.t he 
was getting better and better, he slept so soui.d ■>' that 
Annette, in the next room, hardly slept at all. 

“ Do you know, my friend,” she s.iid at hre.ikf.ist, “ you 
were snoring last night so that 1 could not he.tr the cock 
crow.” 

“ Why should you w'ant to ? ” said Soaines. 

“Well, never mind—if you h.ul a gooil nieht. Was it 
my little Coue who gave you th.it nice dre.un ? ” 

Partly from fear of encour.iging Ci'ue. .lud partly fioin 
fear of encouraging her, So.mies .ivoided .1 reply ; but he 
had a curious sense of power, as if he did not c.ire what 
people said of him. 

‘I’ll do it ag.iin to-night,’ he thought. 

“You know,” .Annette went on, “you are just the 
temperament for Coue, Soames. When \.>u cure jotirself 
of worrying, you will get quite f.it.” 

“ F.it ! ” said So.imes, looking at her curves. “ I’d as 
soon grow a be.ird.” 

Fatness and be.irds were as'joci.ifed with the French. lie 
wouhl have to keep an eye on hiiu a-If if lie went on with 
this—er—wli.U w.'s one to c.ill it ?—'J onifooh ry was h.irdly 
the word to coruili.itc the process, even if it did require you 
to tie twent\'-five knots in a bit of stritig : very French, that, 
like telling your be.ids ! lie himself h.'d merely counted on 
his fingers. The .sense of power Listed all the w.iy tip to 
Ixuidon ; he h.ul the conviction th.it he could sit in 
a draught if he wanted to, th.ii Fleur would h.tve 
her boy all right; .u:d as to the P.I’.R.S.—ten to one 
he wouldn’t be mentioned by ii.ime in any rc[ ort oi 
th'- proceedings. 

After an early lunch and twenty-five more assurances 
over his coffee, he set out fc.r the city. 

This Board, held just a we k before the special meeting 
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Elilcrsnn w:i3 illeunlly paid for putting through business by 
which the shareholders have suffered a dead loss. How can 
we keep this knowledge from them ? ” 

“ But tlie mischief’s done, Forsyte. How will the know¬ 
ledge help them f ” 

So.iines frowned. 

“ We’re in a fiduciary position. I’m not prepared to run 
the risks of concealment. If we conceal, we’re accessory 
after the fact. The thing might come out at any time.” 
If th.it was caution, not honesty, he couldn’t help it. 

“ I should be glad to spare Elderson’s name. We were 
at-” 

“ I'm aware of that,” said Soames, drily. 

“ But what risk is there of its coming out, Forsyte ? 
Eldersftn won’t mention it ; nor young Butterfield, if you 
tell him not to. Those who paid the commission certainly 
won’t. And beyond us three here, no one else knows. It’s 
not as if we profited in any way.” 

Soames was silent. The argument was specious. 
Entiiely unjust, of course, th.st he should be penalised for 
what Klderson h.id done ! 

“ Ni>,” he said, suddenly, “ it won’t do. Depart from the 
law, and you can’t tell where it’ll end. The shareholders 
have suffered this loss, and they have the right to all the 
facts within the directors’ knowledge. There might be 
some means of restitution they could avail themselves of. 
We can’t judge. It may be they’ve a remedy ag.ainst 
ourselves.” 

“ If that’s so. Forsyte, I’m with you.” 

Soames felt disgust. Mont had no business to put it with 
a sort of gallantry that didn’t count the cost; when the 
cost, if cost there were, would fall, not on Mont, whose land 
was heavily mortgaged, but on himself, whose property was 
singularly realisable. 
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and they disliked him for it. They were an unjust lot 1 ID 
said doggedly: 

“ You leave it to me, do you ? X'ery well ! ” 

What he meant to convey, or whether he meant to convev 
anything, he did not know>; but even tliat “ old cninea-piu ’’ 
was more civil afterwards. He came away fiom ih - Hoard, 
however, without any sense of power at all. Th.-re he would 
be on Tuesday next, bang in the public eve. 

After calling to enquire after l-'leur, who was Iving down 
rather poorly, he returned home with .1 ti< li!ij' of h.iving 
been betrayed. It seemed th.it he could not rely, .ifter ill, 
on this fellow with his twenty-five knots. Howevei much 
better he might become, his d.iughtei, liis npui.ition, .ind 
possibly his fortune, were not app.irenlly at the disjio-ition 
of his subconscious self. He was silent at dinner, .ind went 
up afterwards to his picture gallery, to think things over. 
For half an hour he stood at the opc ti window, .done with 
the summer evening; and the longer lie .stood tin re, the 
more cle.irly he perceived th.it the three were re.illy one. 
Except for his d.iiighter’s sake, wh.it did In- care fot lii.s 
reputation or his fortune His repnt.ition ! l.eit of fools-* 
if they couldn’t see th it he w.is careful and honest so far as 
had l.iin within his re.ich ; so much the wor-e for them! 
His fortune-—well, he h.id better m.ike .inother settlement 
on Fleur and her child at once, in c.i-e of .n i i.h-iits ; another 
fifty thousand. Ah ! if she were only through her troiil le I 
It was time Annette went up to her for gooel ; .itul there was 
a thing they called twilight sleep. To h.ive lier suffering 
was not to be thouglit of ! 

The evening lingered out; the sun went down b'hind 
familiar trcc-s ; Sej.imcs’ h.inds, gr.iejiing the window 1< dge. 
felt d.imp with dew; sweetness of grass aiiel river itole up 
into his nostrils. The sky had paled, and now le-gan to 
darken ; a scattei of stars came out. He )i d li-.-'-d hcie a 
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SoAMES doesn’t Give a Damn 

During the month following the receipt of Elderson’s 
letter, Soamcs aged more than thirty days. He had forced 
his policy of disclosure on a doubting Board, the special 
meeting had been called, and, just as, twenty-tliree years 
ago, pursuing divorce from Irene, he had to face the public 
eye, so now he suffered day and night in dread of that un¬ 
discriminating optic. The French had a proverb : “ Les 
absents onl toujours tort! ” but So.imes had grave doubts 
about it. Elilerson would be absent from th.it meeting of 
the shareholders, but—unless he was much mistaken—he 
himself, who would be present, would come in for the blame. 
The French were not to be relied on. What with his .inxiety 
about Fleur, and his misgiving about the public eye, he was 
sleeping badly, eating little, and feeling below par. Annette 
had recommended him to see a doctor. Th.tt was probably 
why he did not. Soames had faith in doctors for other 
people ; but they had never—he would say—done anything 
for him, possibly because, so far, there had not been any¬ 
thing to do. 

Failing in her suggestion, and finding him every day less 
sociable, Annette had given him a book on Coue. After 
running it through, he h.ul meant to leave it in the tr.iin, but 
the theory, however extr.ivagant, had somehow clung to 
him. After all, Fleur was doing it; and the thing cost you 
nothing: there might be something in it! Theie was. 
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The tips of his fingers ticked it off ; on and on li • e, n’J. 
give it a good cliance. If only one needn't \toriv ! On an.i! 

on—“ better and better ! ” If only-! Hi-, lips -oip'- -d 

moving; his grey head fell forw.ird into the subeon.oas. 
And the stealing st.irlight dusted over him, too, a little 
urire-»lity. 
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of the shareholders, was in the nature of a dress rehearsal. 
The details of confrontation had to be arranged, and Soames 
was chiefly concerned with seeing that a certain imper¬ 
sonality should be preserved. He was entirely against dis¬ 
closure of the fact that young Butterfield’s story and Elder- 
son’s letter lutd been confided to himself. The phrase to be 
used should be a “member of the Board.” He saw no need 
lor anything further. As for explanations, they would fail, 
of course, to the chairman and the senior director. Lord 
Fontenoy. He found, however, that the Board thought 
he himself was the right person to bring the matter forward. 
No one else—they said—could supply the personal touch, 
the necessary conviction ; the chairman should introduce 
the matter briefly, then call on Soames to give the 
evidence within his knowledge. Lord Fontenoy was 
emphatic. 

“ It’s up to you, Mr. Forsyte. If it h.tdn’t been for you, 
Elderson would be sitting there to-day. From beginning to 
end you pul the wind up him ; and I wish the deuce you 
h.adn’t. The whole thing’s .a confoundid nuis.tncc. lie was 
a very clever fellow, and we shall miss him. Our new man 
isn’t a patch on him. If he did take a few thou, under the 
rose, he took ’em ofi the Huns.” 

Old guinea-pig ! Soames replied, acidlv : 

“ And the quarter of a million he’s lost the share¬ 
holders, for the sake of those few thou. ? Bagatelle, I 
suppose I ” 

“ Well, it might h.ive turned out a winner ; for the fit.st 
year it did. We all back losers sometimes.” 

Soames looked from face to face. They did not support 
this blatant attitude, but in them all, except perhaps “ Old 
Mont’.s,” he felt a grudge against himself. Their expressions 
seemed to say : “ Nothing of this sort ever h.ippened till 
you came on the P.oard ” He had disturbed their comfort. 
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On that first day of the Eton and Harrow match all 
the forfeited heat of a chilly summer had gathered and 
shimmered over Michael on the top of his Hank ’bus; 
shimmered over straw hats, and pale, perspiring faces, over 
endless other ’buses, business men, policemen, shopmen at 
their doors, sellers of newspapers, laces, jtimping toys, end¬ 
less carts and cabs, letterings and wires, all the confusion of 
the greatest conglomeration in the woild—adjusted .dinost 
to a hair’s-brcadih, by an unseen instinct. Mir h.iel stared 
and doubted. W’as it pos.-.ible that, with everyone pursuing 
his own business, absorbed in his own job, the thing could 
work out ? An ant-heap was not busier, or more seem¬ 
ingly confused. Live wires cro.ssed and crossed .ind crossed 
—inextric.ible entanglement, you’d s.iy ; .tnd yet, life, the 
order needful to lif'-, srtmehow surviving ! ' No slouch of 

a mir.acle! ’ he thought, ‘modern tc)W4i life!’ And 
suddenly it seemed to ce.ise, as if demolishid by the ruthless 
dispens.ition of some super Sibley Sw.in ; for he w.is st.iring 
down a cul-de-sac. On both sides, flat houses, recently 
re-bufli d, extraordin.uily .dike; at the <'nd, .1 f1.it buff 
house, even more .dike, and down to it, grey virgin pave¬ 
ment, unstained by horse or petrol ; no c.irs, c.tts, c.irts, 
policemen, hawkers, flies, or bees. No sign of human life, 
except the names of legal firms to right and left of each 
open doorway. 

“ ‘ Cuthcott, Kingson and Forsyte, Commissioners for 
Oaths : First Floor.’ ” 

‘ Rule Britannia ! ’ thought Mich.iel, ascending wide 
stone steps. 

Entering the room to which he h.id been ush'-red. he saw 
an old and pug-faced fellow with a round gri/zhd beard, 
a black alpaca coat, and a roomy holLind wai ’.coal round 
his roomy middle, who rose from a swivel chair. 

“ Aoh ! ” he said, “ Mr. Michael Mont, 1 think. I’ve 
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long time, through all Fleur’s childhood—best years of his 
life ; still, it wouldn’t break his heart to sell. His heart was 
up in London. Sell ? That was to run before the hounds 
with a vengeance. No—no !—it wouldn’t come to that ! 
He left the window and, turning up the lights, began the 
thousand and first tour of his pictures. He had made some 
good purchases since Fleur’s m.arriage, and without wasting 
his money on fashionable favourites. He had made some 
good sales, too. The pictures in this gallery, it he didn’t 
mistake, were worth from seventy to a hundred thousand 
pounds ; and, with the profits on his sales from time to time, 
they stood him in at no more than five-and-twenty 
thousand—not a bad rcstilt from a life’s hobby, to say 
nothing of the pleasure! Of course, he might have taken up 
something else—butterflies, photography, archxology, or 
first editions ; .some other sport in which you backed your 
judgment against the field, and collected the results ; but 
he had never regretted choosing pictures. Not he ! More 
to show for your money, more kudos, more profit, and more 
risk ! The thought st.artled him a little ; had he really taken 
to pictures because of the risk ? A risk had never appc.aled 
to him ; at least, he hadn’t re.iliscd it, so far. Had his 
“subconscious” some part in the matter ? He suddenly 
sat down and closed his eyes. Try the thing once more ; 
very pleasant feeling, that morning, of not “giving a d.amn 
he never remembered having it before ! He had always felt 
it necessary to worry—kind of insur.ince against the worst; 
but worry was wearing, no doubt about it, wearing. Turn 
out the light! They s.iid in that book, you had to relax. In 
the now dim and shadowy room, with the starlight, through 
many windows, dusted over its reality, Soames, in his easy 
chair, sat very still. A faint drone rose on the words : 
“ fatter and fatter ” through his moving lips. ‘ No, no,’ he 
thought: ‘ that’s wrong ! ’ And he began the drone again. 
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the income becomes payable to the girl when she attains 
the age of twenty-one or marries, and the capital of that 
half goes to her child or chi'drm lawfully begotten, at 
majority or mariiage. in equal shares. The other h.ilf of 
the capita! f.dls into Fleur’s estate, and is disposable by her 
will, or follows the l.iws of intest.icv.” 

“ You m.ike it wondeifully cle.ir,” s.iid Mii h.icl. 

“ Wait ! ” .s.iid Soames. “ If Fleur has no child.u n-** 

Mich.u'l started. 

“ Anythini; is possible,” s.iid So.iines gravelv, “ .uul my 
experience is th.it the comiiieencii s not j'rovided for are 
tho-se which h.ippen. In such a c.i.se the income of the 
whole is hers for lile, and the c.ipit.il hers at tle.ilh 
to do as she likes with. F’aiiing ih it, it goes to the 
next of kin. There are provisions .ig.iinst anticij'.iiion .ind 
so forth.” 

“ Ought she to make a fresh will ? ” a.sked Michael, con¬ 
scious of swe.it on his forehead. 

“Not unless she likes. Her present will covers it.” 

“ H.ive I to do .iiij thing ? ” 

“ No. I w.inted you to understand the purport !'■ fore I 
sign ; that’s all. (Jive me the deed, (ii.idman, and get 
Wickson in, will you ? ” 

Michael saw the old ch.i]! produce from a dr.iwer a fine 
piece of parchimnt covered with copper-plate w'nting and 
seals, look at it lovingly, and place it bi fore So.itncs. When 
he had left the room, Soames c.;iJ iu 1,,.,\ voiee : 

“ This meeting on Tuesd.iy— 1 can’t ti ll ! Ifnt, wh.ilevet 
happens, so far as I can see, this ought to st.ind.” 

“ It’s awfully good of you, sir.” 

Soames nodded, testing a pen. 

“ I’m afraid I’ve got wrong with your old clerk,” s.'iid 
Michael ; “ I like the look of him frightfully, but 1 acci¬ 
dentally compared him to a bookm.iker.” 
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But Takes no Chances 

Michael knew nothing of the City; and, in the spirit of 
the old cartographers: “ VV^herc you know nothing, place 
terrors,” made his way through the purlieus of the Poultry, 
towards that holy of holies, the offices of Cuthcoit, Kingson 
and Forsyte. His mood was tittuned to meditation, for he 
h.id been lunching with Sibley Swan at the Cafe C’tillon. He 
had known all the guests—seven chaps even more modern 
than old Sib—save only a Russian so modern that he knew 
no French and nobody could talk to him. Miihael had 
watihed them demolish everything, and the Russian closing 
his eyes, like a sick b.iby, at mention of anv living name. 

. . . ‘Carry on!’ he thought, sever.il of his favourites 
having gone down in the nu-h-c’. ‘ Stab and bludge I 
Importance awaits you at the end of the .alley.’ lint he h id 
restrained his irreverence till the moment of departure. 

‘‘ Sib,” he said, rising, " .all tlu se chaps here are de.id— 
ought they to be about in this hot ue ither ? ” 

“ Wh.it’s that ? ” cjactd.ited Sibley Swan, amidst the 
almost p.iinful silence of the ch.ips. 

“ I me.ui—they’re alive—so they must be damned ! ” 
\nd .ivoidiiig a thrown chocolate which hit the Russian, 
he sottghl the door. 

Outside, he mused: ‘Good chips, really! Not half 
so darned superior as they think they are. Quite a human 
touch—getting that Russian on the boko. Phew! It’s 
hot!’ 

33« 
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“We think Christopher, because of St. P.iul’s anj 
Columbus. Fleur wants him solid, and I wain him 
enquiring.” 

“ H’m ! And if it’s a girl ? ” 

“ Oh !—it it’s a girl—Anne.” 

“ Yes,” said Soames : “ Very neat. Here they are ! ” 

They had reached the bank, .ind in tlie entr.iiue .Micliae! 
saw two Forsytes between thirty and ti'ny, who^e clnnny 
faces he dimly remembered. Ksci>rted by .i m iii with biiglit 
buttons down his front, they .ill went to a room, whei.- .i m.in 
without buttons produced a japanned box. Om* of the 
Forsytes opened it witha key; Soames muiteied .in iiu.,int.i- 
tion, and deposited the deed. When he .ii,d the chinniir 
Forsyte had exch.mged a few rem.iiks with th" ni.in.i;;er on 
the question of the b.ink rate, they .di weat b.nk to the 
lobby and parted with the words ; “ \\ ell, g iod-bye.” 

“ Now,” said Soames, in the din and hie.tie of the vtreet, 
“he’s provided for, so far as I can see. When ex.ictly do 
you expect it ? ” 

“ It should be just a fortnight.” 

“ Do you believe in this—this twilight sleep } ” 

“ I should like to,” said Michael, coii'cious ag lin of ^weat 
on his forehead. “ Fleur’s wonderfully c.iliu ; she does 
Cou^ night and morning.” 

“That!” said Sotimes. He did not nimtion lh.it he 
himself was doing it, thus giving aw.iy the st.ite of liis 
nerves. “ If you’re goitig home. I’ll come, too.” 

“ Good I ” said Mich.iel. 

He found Fleur lying down with Ting-a ling on the foot 
of the sofa. 

“Your father’s here, darling. He’s b-en iuioin'ing tlm 
future with another fifty thou. I expect he’d like to t'-:] 
you all about it.” 

Fleur moved restlessly. 
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been expecting you. We shan’t be long about it, after 
Mr. Forsyte comes. He’s just stepped round the corner. 
Mrs. Michael well, I hope ? ” 

“ Thanks ; as well as-” 

” Ye-es; it makes you anxious. Take a seat. Perhaps 
you’d like to read the draft ? ” 

Thus prescribed for, Michael took some foolscap from a 
pudgy h.ind, and sat down opposite. With one eye on the 
old fellow, and the other on the foolscap, he read steadily. 

“ It seems to mean something,” he said at last. 

He saw a gape, as of a frog at a fly, settle in the beard ; 
and hastened to rep.air his error. 

“ Calculating what’s g-ring to happen if something else 
doesn’t, must be rather like being a bookmaker.” 

He felt at once that he had not succeeded. There was 
a grumpy mutter : 

“ We don’t waste our time, ’ere. Excuse me, I’m busy.” 

Michael sat, compunctious, watching him tick down a 
long page of entries. He was like one of those old dogs 
which lie outside front doors, keeping people off the 
premises, and notifying their fle.as. After less than five 
minutes of that perfect silence Soames came in. 

“ You’re here, then ? ” he said. 

“ Yes, sir ; I thought it best to come at the time you 
mentioned. What a nice cool room ! ” 

“ Have you read this ? ” asked Soames, pointing to the 
draft. 

Michael nodded. 

“ Did you understand it ? ” 

“ Up to a point, I think.” 

“ The interest on this fifty thousand,” said So.imes, " is 
Fleur’s until her eldest child, if it’s a boy, attains the age of 
twentv-one, when the capital becomes liis absolutely. If 
it’s a girl, Fleur retains half the income for life, the rest of 
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The hand ‘ ip - ' round over his lips. 

Gi\eD.i ‘‘i*d te'Il him Til be down to tc.i. 0!i! 

[’m so hot! 

Michael hovered a moment, and wont out. Damn the 
leat, upsetting her like this ! 

He found Soamcs standing in front of the white monkey. 

I should take this down, if I were you, ' he muttered, 

‘ until it’s over.” 

“ Why, sir ? ” asked Michael, in surprise. 

Sotimes frowned. 

“ Those eyes ! ” 

Michael went up to the picture. Yes ! lie was a h.-.iint- 
ng kind of brute ! 

“ But it’s such top-hole work, sir.” 

Soames nodded. 

“ Artistically, yes. But at such times yoti can’t be too 
careful what she sees.” 

“ I believe you’re right. Let’s have liiin dow u.” 

“ I’ll hold him,” said So.imes, talking hold of the bottom 
of the picture. 

“ Got him tight ? Right-o. Now ! ” 

“ You can say I wanted an opiniim o'l his period,” said 
Soames, when the picture had been lowen'd to t!u- lloor. 

“ There C.'in hardly be a d(jubt of that, sir tin' I're-.eut ! ” 

Soames stared. “ What ? Oh ! You me.ui-: Ah [ 

H’m ! Don’t let her know he’s in the house.” 

“No. I’ll lock him up.” Miihael lifted th- piiture. 
“ D’you mind opening the door, sir ? ” 

“I’ll come back at tea-time,” said Soames. “'Hi it'll 
look as if I’d taken him off. You can hang him dn, 
later.” 

“ Yes. Poor brute ! ” said Michael, bearing the inonk-y 
ofiE to limbo. 
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Soames smiled, “ Gradman,” he said, " is a ‘ character.’ 
T\veTe aren’t many, nowadays.” 

Michael was wondering! Could one be a ‘character’ 
under the age of sixty ?—when the ‘ character' returned, 
with a pale man in dark clothes. 

Lifting his nose sideways, Soames said at once : 

“This is a post-nuptial settlement on my daughter. I 
deliver thi.s as my act and deed.” 

He wrote liis name, and got up. 

The pale person and Gradman wrote theirs, and the 
former left the room. There was a silence as of repletion. 

“ Do you want me any more ? ” asked Michael. 

“ Yes. I want you to see me deposit it at the bank with 
the marri.ige settlement. Shan’t come back, Gradman ! ” 

“ Good-bye, Mr. Gradman.” 

Michael heard the old fellow mutter through his beard 
half buried in a drawer to which he was returning the draft, 
and followed Soames out. 

“ Here’s where I used to be,” said Soames .as they went 
.dong the Poultry ; “ and my f.ither before me.” 

“ More genial, perhap.s,” said Michael. 

“ The trustees are meeting us at the bank ; you remem¬ 
ber them ? ” 

“ Cousins of rieur’s, weren’t they, sir ? ” 

“ Second cousins; young Roger’s eldest, and young 
Nicholas’. I chose them youngish. Very young Roger was 
wounded in the w ar—he does nothing. Very young Nicholas 
is at the Bar.” 

Mich.id’s ears .stood up. “ What about the next lot, sir f 
Very very young Roger would be almost insulting, wouldn’t 
it ? ” 

“ There won’t be one,” said Soames, “ with taxation 
where it is. He can’t afford it; he’s a steady chap. What 
are you going to call your boy, if it is one ? ” 
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since. Well, Wilfrid h.id got it in tlie neck ; .ind he 
had got it in the wind ; and he would het th.it—li-iTiiig 
one here and there whose blood w.is m.ule of ink—they 
would all get it in the neck or wind soo.i or kite. Why, he 
would cheerfully bear Fleur’s p.dn and risk, inste.id of 
her! But if nothing m.ittered, why should he feel like 
that ? 

Turning from the window, he le.tncd .ig.iiiist the l.icquered 
back of the jade-green settee, and st.irnl .it the w.ill sji.iee 
between the Chinese te.i-eh'-us. Jolly lliouuhtful of the 
“old man ” to have th.it white monkey ifowii 1 Tlie huile 


was potent—symbolic of the world's mood; beli-f.. e.oi- 
cellcd, faiths withdrawn ! And. d.i^h it ! not only tlie 
young—but theold—were in th.it temper ! “()',1 l•or^\te, 

or he would never have been sc.ired by th.it monkey s eyi s ; 


yes, and his own governor, and tlder-.on, and .ill the rest. 
Young and old—no re.il hilief in .inyUiing ! Aiul )et 
revolt sprang up in Mich.i.d, with a wlnrr, like a rovey o* 


partridges. It did m.itter th.it some per-oii or some prin¬ 
ciple o'lt-i.le oneself should be more preiioiis th.in one.elf — 
it d.ished well did! Sentiment, then, w.i.n't de.id—nos 


faith, nor belief, which were the s.ime things. 1 h-y were 
only shedding shell, working through chiy'.dit, into — 
butterflies, perhaps. F.iitli, sentiment, belie), li.ui gone 
underground, po.viblv, but they were there, even in (J.d 
Forsyte ” and himseif. lie had a good mind to put the 
monkey up ag.iin. No use ex.igger.ning his inii'oi t.ou e I 
. . . By George 1 Some fl.ire ! A j.igged stre.ik of vivid 
light had stripped darkness off the night. Michael cro ed, 
to close the windows. A slialtering peal cf thiinder blun¬ 
dered ovcrhe.id ; and down came the r.iin, l.i hitig .itid 
sluicing. He saw a man running, bl.ick, lik'* a sh.idow 
across a dark blue screen ; saw him by th- Indit of itiothei 
ffash, suddenly m.rJe lurid and full of sm.ill mc..i.iiig, siih 
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“ Presently. If it’s going on as hot as this, it’ll be ratlier 
a bore, Michael.” 

“ ' •'"t it won’t, ducky, '^bree days and a thunder¬ 

storm.” 

Taking Ting-a-ling by the chin, he turned his face up. 

“ And how on earth is your nose going to be put out of 
joint, old man ? There’s no joint to put.” 

“ He knows there’s something up.” 

“ He’s a wise little brute, aren’t you, old son f ” 

Ting-a-ling sniffed. 

“ Michael! ” 

» Yes, darling I ” 

“ I don’t seem to care about anything now — it’s a funny 
feeling.” 

“ That’s the hear.” 

“ No. I think it’s because the whole business is too long. 
Everything’s ready, and now it all seems rather stupid. 
One more person in the world or one more out of it—what 
does it m.iiter i ” 

“ Don’t! It matters frightfully ! ” 

“ One more gnat to dance, <ine more ant to run about ! ” 

Anguished, Michael said again : 

“ Don’t, Fleur ! That’s just a mood.” 

” Is Wilfrid’s book out ? ” 

“ It comes out to-morrow.” 

“ I’m sorry I gave you such a bad time, there. I only 
didn’t want to lose him.” 

Michael took her hand. 

” Nor did [—goodness knows ! ” ho said. 

He’s never uiitten, I suppose ? ” 

“ No.” 

“ Well, I expect he’s all right by now. Nothing lasts.” 

Michael put her hand to his cheek. 

“ I do. I’m afr.ud,” he said. 
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be in even the remotest danger of extinction; incredibly 
painful that she should be in fear of it / He hadn’t realised. 
She had been so calm, so matter-of-fact about it all. 

« Don’t! ” he mumbled ; “ of course you’ll come tbrougb. 

“ I’m afraid.” 

The sound was small and smothered, but the words hurt 
horribly. Nature, with the small “ n," iordng kat into this 
girl he loved so awiuhy 1 Nature hlcldng U]p this godless din 
above her poor little head *. 

“ Ducky, you’ll have twilight sleep and know nothing 
about it; and be as right as rain in no time.” 

Fleur freed her hand. 

‘‘ Not if it’s not good for him Is it ? ” 

“ 1 expect so. sweethe.irt ; I’ll find out. Wh.U makes 
you think-: ” 

“Only th.>t it’s not natural. I want to do it jiroperly. 
IIolil iny hand li.ird, Mich.iel. J'-l’m tiot going to l)c a 
fool. Oh! Some one’s knocking—goand;ee.” 

Mich.u -1 opened the door a cr.uk. So.iines w.is there— 
unnatur d—in a blue dres'ing gown .and sc.irlct slippers! 

“ Ls sh” .ill right f ” he whi^pereiL 

“ Yes, yes.” 

“ In this bobbery she oughtn’t to be li ft.” 

“ No, sir, of course not. I sh.ill sleep on the sofa.” 

“ Call me, if anything’s wanted.” 

“ I will.” 

Soames’ eyes slid past, peering into the room. A string 
worked in his throat, as if he h.ad things to say which did 
not emerge. He shook his head, and turticd. Ilis slim figure, 
longer than usual, in its gown, receded down the corridor, 
past the J.ap.anese prints whicb he h.ad given them. Clodrig 
the door again, Mich.tel stood looking .it the bed. Fleur had 
settled down ; her eyes were closed, her lips moving. lie 
stole back on tiptoe. The thunder, travelling av...y south. 



CHAPTER XI 

With a Small “ n ” 


On the night of the Monday following, after Fleur had 
gone to bed, Michael and Soames sat listening to the mutter 
of London coming through the windows of the Chinese room 
opened to the brooding heat. 

“ They say the war killed sentiment,” said Soames 
suddenly : “ Is that true f ” 

“ In a way, yes, sir. We had so much reality that we 
don’t want any more.” 

“ I don’t follow you.” 

“ I meant that only reality really makes you feel. So if 
you pretend there is no reality, you don’t have to feel. It 
answers awfully well, up to a point.” 

“ Ah! ” said Soames. “ Her mother comes up to¬ 
morrow morning, to stay. This P.P.R.S. meeting of mine 
is at balf-past two. Good-night! ” 

Mich.iel, at the window, watched the heat gathered black 
over the Square. A few tepid drops fell on his outstretched 
hand. A cat stole by under a lamp-post, and vanished into 
shadow so thick that it seemed uncivilised. 

Queer question of “Old Forsyte’s” about sentiment; odd 
that he should ask it! ‘Up to a point! But don’t we all 
get past that point ? ’ he thought. Look at Wilfrid, and 
himself—.ifter the war they had deemed it bl.isphcmous 
to admit that anything mattered except eating and drinking, 
for to-morrow they died; even fellows like Nazing, and 
Master, who were never in the war, had felt like that ever 
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Ordeal by Shareholder 

Repairing, next day, to the Aeroplane Qub, where, 
notably spruce. Sir Lawrence was waiiinj' in the lounge, 
Michael thought: ‘ Good old Hart! he’s got himself up for 
the guillotine all right! ’ 

“ Th.it wliite piping will show the blood ! ” he said. “ Old 
Forsyte’s neat this morning, but not so gaudy.” 

“ Ah ! Ilow is ‘Old Forsyte ’ ? In good heart ? ” 

“ One doesn’t ask him, sir. How do you feel yourself ? ” 

“ Ex.ictly as I used to before the Eton and Wincliester 
match. I think I shall have sliandy-gafl at lunch.” 

When they had taken their seats. Sir Lawrence went on : 

“ 1 rememb'T seeing a man tried for murder in Colombo; 
the poor fellow was positively blue. I think my favourite 
moment in the past, Michael, is Walter R.dcigh asking for a 
second shirt. By the way, it’s never been properly settled 
yet whether the courtiers of th.it d.iy were lousy. W'h.it are 
you going to have, my dear fellow ? ” 

“ Cold beef, pickled walnuts, and gooseberry t.irt.” 

“ Excellent for the character. I sh.ill have curry ; they 
give you a very good Bombay duck here. I rather fancy 
we shall be fired, Michael. ‘ Nous sommis trahis! ’ used to be 
the prerogative of the French, but I’m afraid we’re gi-tting 
the attitude, too. The Yellow Press has made a difference.” 

Michael shook his he,id. 

“ We say it, but we don’t act on it; the climate’* too 
uncertain.” 
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face of cheerful anxiety, as if he were saying: “ Hang it, 
I’m getting wet! ” Another frantic crash! 

‘ Fleur! ’ thought Michael; and clanging the last win¬ 
dow down, he ran upstairs. 

She was sitting up in bed, with a face all round, and young, 
and startled. 

‘ Brutes ! ’ he thought—guns and the heavens con¬ 
founded in his mind : ‘ They’ve waked her up ! ’ 

“ It’s all right, darling! Just another little summer 
kick-up 1 Were you asleep ? ” 

“ I was dreaming ! ” He felt her hand clutching within 
his own, saw a sudden pinched look on her face, with a sort 
of rage. What infernal luck ! 

“ Where’s Ting f ” 

No dog was in the corner. 

“ Under the bed—you bet! Would you like him up ? ” 

“ No. Let him utay ; he hates it.” 

She put her head against his arm, and Michael curled his 
hand round her other ear. 

“ I never liked thunder much ! ” s.nid Fleur, “ and now 
it—it hurts ! ” 

High above her hair Michael’s face underwent the con¬ 
tortions of an overwhelming tenderness. One of those 
crashes which seem just overhe.id sent her face burrowing 
against his chest, and, sitting on the bed, he gathered her in, 
close. 

“ I wish it were over,” came, smothered, from her lips. 

“ It will be directly, darling ; it came on so suddenly ! ” 
But he knew she didn’t mean the storm. 

“ If I come through, I’m going to be quite diflEerent to you, 
Michael.” 

Anxiety was the natur.al accompaniment of such events, 
but the words, “ If I come through ” turned Michael’s heart 
right over. Incredible that one so young and pretty should 







hand him a paper, too,’ he thought, ‘ and 'SCOOt in. 
Watching ioi some even stontei men, he took covet bctwecQ 
two of them, and approached the door, with an announce¬ 
ment of ‘ counterfeits ’ in his left hand. Handing it across 
a neighbouring importance, he was quickly into a seat. He 
saw the janitor’s face poked round the door. ‘ No, my 
friend,’ thought Michael, ‘ if you could tell <luds from 
shareholders, you wouldn’t be in that job ! ’ 

He found a report before him, and holding it up, looked at 
other things. The room secined to him to have been got by 
a concert-hall out of a station waiting-room. It h.id a plat¬ 
form with a long table, behind which were seven empty 
chairs, and seven inkpots, with seven cpiill pens uptight in 
them. ‘ Quills ! ’ thought Michael; ‘ symbolic, I suppose 
—they’ll ail use fountain-pens ! ’ 

Back-centre of the platform was a door, and in front, 
below it, a table, where four men were sitting, fiddling with 
notebooks. ‘Orchestra,’ thought Michael. He tutned his 
attention to the eight or ten rows of shareholders. They 
looked what they were, but he could not tell why. Their 
faces were cast in an infinity of mould'-, but all h.id the air of 
waiting for something they knew they would not get. What 
sort of lives did they lead, or did tlieir lives le.ul tlnrn i 
Nearly all wore moustaches. Ills neighbours to riglit .irul 
left were the same stout shareholders between wJiom he h.id 
slipped in ; they both had thick lobes to their e.its, and necks 
even broader than the straight hro.id batk.s of tl'.i ir he.ids. 
He was a good deal impressed. Dotted here and there he 
noticed a woman, or a parson. There was pr.ac tically no 
conversation, from which he .surmised that no one knew his 
neighbour. He had a feeling tli.it a dog sorn'-wIcTe would 
have humanised the occasion. He was musing on the colour 
scheme of green picked out with chocohite and ch.ued with 
gold, when the door behind the platform was thrown open. 
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blundered and growled as if regretfully. Michael saw her 
eyelids quiver, her lips stop, then move again. ‘ Cou^! * 
he thought. 

He lay down on the sofa at the foot of the bed, whence, 
without sound, he could raise himself and see her. Many 
times he raised himself. She had dropped off, was breathing 
quietly. The thunder was faint now, the flashes imper¬ 
ceptible. Michael closed his eyes. 

A faint last mutter roused him to look at her once more, 
high on her pillows by the carefully shaded light. Young- 
young ! Colourless, like a flower in wax! No scheme in her 
brain, no dread—peaceful! If only she could stay like that 
and wake up with it all over! He looked away. And there 
she was at the far end, dim, reflected in a glass; and there 
to the right, again. She lay, as it were, all round him in the 
pretty room, the inhabiting spirit—e)f his heart. 

It was quite still now. Through a chink in those powder- 
blue curtains he could sec some stars. Big Ben chimed one. 

He had slept, perhaps, dozed at least, dreamed a little, 
A sm.ill sound woke him. A very little dog, tail down, yel¬ 
low, low and unimportant, was passing down the room, 
trailing across it to the far corner. ‘Ah!’ thought 
Michael, closing his eyes again: ‘ You I ’ 
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reality in it. ‘ He chills my soup,’ thought Michael, ‘ but 
—dash it !—I can’t help half admiring him ! ’ 

The Chairman had now risen. ‘ He is '—thought 
Michael; ‘ no, he isn’t—yes—no— I can’t tell! ’ He could 
hardly attend to what the Chairman said, for wondering 
whether he was chosen or not, though well aware that it did 
not matter at all. The Chairman kept steadily on. Dis¬ 
tracted, Michael caught words and words : “ European 

situation—misguided policy—French—totally unexpected 
—pocition di.scloscd—manager—unfortunate circumstances 
shortly to be expl.iined to you—future of this great concern 

—no rea.son to doubt-” 

‘ Oil.’ thought Michael, ‘ he is—.ind yet-! ’ 

“ I will now ask one of your directors, Mr. Forsyte, to 
give you at first hand an account of tin's painful matter.” 

Micli.iel saw Soames, pale and deliberate, take a piece o 
paper from his breast-pocket, and rise. Was it to the 
occasion ? 

“ I will give you the facts shortly,” he said in a voice 
which reminded Michael of a dry, made-up wine. “ On the 
eleventh of January last I was visited by a clerk in the 
employ of the Society-” 

r.aniiliar with these details, Michael paid them little atten¬ 
tion, watching the sh.ircholdcrs for signs of reaction. He 
saw none, and it was suddenly borne in on him why they 
wore moustaches: They could not trust their mouths! 
Character was in the mouth. Moustaches had come in when 
people no longer went about, like the old Duke, saying: 

“ Think what you damned well like of my character ! ” 
Mouths had tried to come in again, of course, before the 
war; but what with majors, shareholders, and flie working 
classes, they now had little or no ch.tnce ! He heard Soames 
say : “ In these circumstances we came to the conclusion 
that there was nothing for it but to wait and see.” Michael 
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TZst sounJs cfeep. TAis looks very good curry_wnll 

you change your mind f Old Fontenoy sometimes comes in 
\veTC he has no inside. It’ll be serious for him if we’re 
shown the door.” 

“ Deuced rum,” said Michael suddenly, “ how titles still 
go down. There can’t be any belief in their business 
capacity.” 

“ Character, my dear fellow—the good old English 
gentleman. After all, there’s something in it.” 

“ I fancy, sir, it’s more a case of comjilex in the share¬ 
holders. Their parents show them a lord when they’re 
young.” 

“ Shareholders,” said Sir Lawrence; “the word is compre¬ 
hensive. Who are they, what are they, when are they ? ” 

“ This afternoon,” said Michael, “ and I shall have a good 
look at them.” 

“ They won’t let you in, my dear.” 

“ No ? ” 

“ Certainly not.” 

Michael frowned 

“ What paper,” he said, “ is sure not to be represented f ” 

Sir Lawrence gave liis whinnying laugh. 

""The FirlJ,” he said; ''The Horse and Hound; The 
Gardener's IVrekly." 

" I’ll slide in on them.” 

“ You’ll sec us die game, I hope,” said Sir Lawrence, with 
sudden gravity. 

They took a cab together to the meeting, but separated 
before reaching the door of the hotel. 

Michael had thought better of the I’ress, and took up a 
position in the p.issage, whence he could watch for a chance. 
Stout men, in dark suits, with a palpable look of having 
lunched off turbot, joints, and cheese, kept passing him. 
lie noticed that each handed the janitor a paper. ‘ I’ll 
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Soames rose slightly. 

“You are aware, I presume, that such an accu>.ttioii, 
unless it can be fully substantiated, is a matter for ciiminal 
proceedings f ” 

“ No ; it would ha’ been pris 

“As between members .if the linard. ; but any 

leakage would have render.d vis ti.ibb. It w.,- a nu t.- cas.- 
of word against word.” 

“Perhaps Sir Lawrence .M..ni will eive u.. 'i' vu-w ..f 
that f ” 

Michael’s lie.irt began to b.'at. Tli-re u.is ..n ,iir of 
sprightlincss .llauit his father's standi;.!; liiuin . 

“ You must reiU'-mbi;r, sir,” h.- ..ilil, " th.a Mi. Llil- r^.m 
had enjoyed our oinplete onfulime for m.iuy ye.irs ; hr 
was a gentleman, ami, spe.iking for ni) ^elf. .in olvi siliool- 
fellow of his, I pref.'tred, in i.iininon loy.ihy, to giv.- his 
word preference, while—er—k-eping tie' ni iti. i i.i mind.” 

“Oh!” said Mich,id's neighliour : “ W'li.u's the Cln.ir- 
man got to say about bein’ kept in tlv i! ;ik r ” 

“ We are all perfectly saii-lii'd, sir, v.iih ili.- .itiiiiide of 
our co-direciors, in a very vh-Iicaie situ..lion. ^'ou will 
kindly note th:it the mischief was alr.-.uly d.one over this 
unfortunate assur.intc, so that tlien- w.is no n. ' .l for undue 
haste.” 

Michael saw his neighbour’s neck grow r.-dder. 

“ I don’t agree,” he said. “ ‘ W.iit .ind see '—We might 
’ave ’ad that commission out of him, if he'.l been tackled 
promptly.” And he sat down. 

He had not reached mahogany before the thwarted 
shareholder had started up. 

“ Mr. Botterill,” said the Clmirman. 

Michael saw a lean and narrow head, with two hollo.\s 
in a hairy neck, above a back slightly bent foiv. .’d. - of .1 
doctor listening to a chest. 
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and seven men in black coats filed in, and with little bows 
took their seats behind the quills. They reminded liim of 
people getting up on horses, or about to play the piano—full 
of small adjustments. That—on the Chairman’s right— 
would be old Fontenoy, with a face entirely composed of 
features. Michael had an odd conceit: a little thing in a 
white top-hat ss**: inside the brain, driving the features 
eight-in-hand. Then came a face straight from a picture of 
Her Majesty’s Government in 1850, round and pink, with a 
high nose, a small mouth, and little white whiskers ; while 
at the end on the right was a countenance whose jaw and 
eyes seemed boring into a conundrum beyond the wall at 
Michael’s back. ‘ I.cgal ! ’ he thought. His scrutiny 
passed back to the Chairman. Chosen ? Was he—or was he 
not f A bearded man, a little behind on the Chairman’s left, 
was already reading from a book, in a rapid monotonous 
voice. That must be the secretary letting off his minute 
guns. And in front of him was clcaily the new manager, on 
whose left Michael observed his own father. The dark 
pothooks over Sir Law rence’s right eye were slightly raised, 
and his mouth w.as puckered under the cut line of his small 
moustache. He looked almost Oriental, quick but still. His 
left hand held his tortoiseshell-rimmed monocle between 
thumb and finger. ‘ Not quire in the scene ! ’ thought 
Michael; ‘ poor old Bart ! ’ He had come now to the last 
of the row. “Old Forsyte” was sitting precisely as if alone 
in the world ; with one corner of his mouth just drawn down, 
and one nostiil just drawn up, he seemed to Michael quite 
fascinatingly detached ; and yet not out of the picture. 
VV'ithin that still neat figure, whereof only one patent- 
leather boot seemed with a slight movement to be living, 
was intense concentration, entire respect for the proceedings, 
and yet, a queer contempt for them ; he was like a statue 
of reality, by one who had seen that there was precious little 
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to hear the request, and of one shareli('!diT, just in front of 
Michael, so motionless that he seenit d to he da .d. 

“Carried,” said the Chairman, and roM- from lii-i seit 

Michael saw his father smiling, .-.d to “Old 

Forsyte ” as they both stood up. They all filed our, and 
the door was closed. 

‘Whatever happens,’ Micli.u -1 thoiurht, ‘I’ve got to 
keep my head shut, or I shall be droppirg .1 Inn k.’ 

“ Perhaps the Press will kiiuily wiihdrau, too,” he heard 
some one say. 

With a getier.al chinny movement, as if cmiuiriiu; their 
rights of no one in p.irticul.tr, the font I’n' men eonld he 
seen to cl.isp their notebooks. When iluir p ib- lebiet.tncc 
had vanished, there was a stir among the sli in le'l.b is, like 
that of ducks when a dog comes up behitul. .Muhiel s.iw 
why, at once. They h.id their b.ieks to eaih other. \ 
shareholder said : 

“ Perh.tps Mr. Tolby, who propoted the wiihili.ov.d, will 
act as Ch.iirinan.” 

Michael’s lefi-h.ind neighbour beg.m brea'hing he.ivily. 

“ Right-o ! ” he said. “ Any one who w.iiit, to sjieak, 
kindly ketch my eye.” 

Every one now began t.dking to his neighbour, as though 
to get at once a quiet sense of proportion, b-fore ^pe.iking. 
Mr. Tolby was breathing so heavily th.u Mieha-l felt a 
positive draught. 

“ ’Ere, gentlemen,” he said sudd- nly, “ this won’t do ! 
We don’t want to be too formal, but we must jtrro rve some 
order. I’ll open the discussion myself. Now, I diib'. t want 
to ’urt the feelin’s of the Hoard by pi.on ^pi .ikin it; ih-ir 
presence. But, as Mr, Wh.it’s-’is-n.imc there, said: 1 h'- 
public ’as got to protect itself agtiinst sh.irj'ers, and ig iiri'-t 
slackness. We all know what ’appcned the otle-r d.iy, and 
what’ll ’appcn again in other conceriis, unless we .share- 
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saw a sudden quiver pass over the moustaches, as might 
wind over grass. 

‘Wrong phrase,’ he thought; * we all do it, but we 
can’t bear being reminded of it.’ 

“ Six weeks ago, however,” he heard Soames intone, “ an 
accidental incident seems to have warned your late man.ager 
that Sir Lawrence and I still entertained suspicions, for I 
received a letter from him practically admitting that he had 
taken this secret commission on the German business, and 
asking me to inform the Board that he had gone abroad and 
left no property behind him. This statement we have been 
at pains to verify. In these circumstances we had no 
alternative but to call you together, and lay the facts before 
you.” 

The voice, which had not varied an iota, ceased its 
recital; and Michael saw his father-in-law return to his 
detachment—stork on one leg, about to apply beak to 
parasite, could have inspired no greater sense of loneliness. 
‘ Too like the first account of the battle of Jutland ! ’ he 
thought : ‘ He mentioned all the losses, and never once 
struck the human note.’ 

A pause ensued, such as occurs before an awkward fence, 
till somebody has found a gate. Michael rapidly reviewed 
the faces of the Board. Only one showed any animation. 
It was concealed in a handkerchief. The sound of the 
blown nose broke the spell. Two shareliolders rose to 
their feet at once—one of them Michael’s neighbour on the 
right. 

‘‘ Mr. Sawdry,” said the Chairman, and the other share¬ 
holder sat down. 

With a sonorous clearing of the throat, Michael’s neigh¬ 
bour turned his blunt red face towards Soames. 

“ I wish to ask you, sir, why you didn’t inform the Board 
when you first ’card of this ? ” 
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ment makes a bad mistake of jud-ment. the ele^ rotate tiin;s 
against it as soon as it feels the < tT .ts. Tlds is v< r> 
sound check on administration ; it m..v be toiieh aiui re.idt 
but it is the less of two evils. A Boar.l b.u k. it- jtalein. tit 
when it loses, it should pay. I think, perl, ,p-, .Mrr'r.dl 
being our infotm.il Chairni.m, \v.,- out ot oi,ler in pioyo i,,,* 
a vote of no confidence ; if th.n be m>, I should b- li.ippy to 
do so, myself.” 

The dead shareholder’s “ No! ” w.is so re ouiuli;-..; tlii = 
time that there w.is ., pause for him to .-pe.dt ; lie r, in lined, 
however, without motion. Both of lliilii,!’- m ieh! ..ur- 
were on their feet. They bolibed .it e.ieh other ovei 
Michael’s head, .ind Mr. Tolby s.it iloun. 

“ ?dr. S.iwdry,” he s lid. 

“Look ’ere, gentlemen," s.iid Mr. S.ntdrv, “.uni l.idie-. 
this seems to me a ca-e for conipromi-r-. '1 he Din.ior- 
that knew about the m.ir.ager oui;ht to go ; leal we ini;;lit 
stop at that. The gentlem.in in front of me keeps on 
saying ‘ No.’ Let 'ini give us 'is views.” 

“ No,” s.iid the de.k! sh.ireliolder, but b- . lomilv. 

“ If a man can’t give 'is view-,” went on Mr. S.'ttdry, 
nearly sitting down on Michael, “ ’c shouldn't interrupt, in 
my opinion.” 

A shareholder in the front row now turned conipl -tely 
round so that he faced the meeting. 

“ I think,” he said, “ that to prolong this disrus.don is to 
waste time; we are evidently in two, if riot three, mind-,. 
The whole of the business of this country is now condin ted 
on a system of delegated trust; it may be good, it may be 
bad—but there it is. You’ve got to trust somebody. 
Now, as to thi,s particular case, we’ve had no rea-oii to dis¬ 
trust the Bo.ard, so far ; and, as I take it, the Board h; d no 
previous reason to distrust the late man.iger. I think it’s 
going too far, at present, to propose anything definite lik: 
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“ I take it from you, then, sir,” he said, “ that these two 
directors represent the general attitude of the Board, and 
that the Board were content to allow a suspected person 
to remain manager. The gentleman on your extreme left 
—Mr. Forsyte, I think—spoke of an accidental incident. 
But for that, apparently, we should still be in the hands of 
an unscrupulous individual. The symptoms in this case 
are very disquieting. There appears to have been gross 
over-confidence ; a recent instance of the sort must be in 
all our minds. The policy of assuring foreign business was 
evidently initiated by the manager for his own ends. We 
have made a severe loss by it. And the question for us 
shareholders would seem to be whether a Board who placed 
confidence in such a person, and continued it after their 
suspicions were aroused, are the right people to direct this 
important concern.” 

Throughout this speech Michael had grown very hot. 
‘ “ Old Forsyte ” was right,’ he thought; ‘ they’re on their 
uppers after all.’ 

There w.as a sudden creak from his neighbour on the 
left. 

“ Mr. Tolby,” said the Ch.airman. 

“ It’s a seerious matter, this, gentlemen. I propose that 
the Board withdraw, an’ leave us to discuss it.” 

“ I second that,” said Michael’s neighbour on the right. 

Searching the vista of the Board, Michael saw recognition 
gleam for a second in the lonely face at the end, and grinned 
a greeting. 

The Chairman was speaking, 

“ If that is your wish, gentlemen, we shall be happy to 
comj’ly with it. Will those who favour the motion hold 
up their hands ? ” 

All hands were held up, with the exception of Michael’s, 
of two women whose eager colloquy had not peruiitted them 



CHAPTER XIII 
SoAMLs AT Bay 

When the door h;ul closed behind tlie dep uu":;; diTctors, 
Soames souglu a window as far as I'os.'-ible lioin ilie Inmli 
eaten before the meeting. 

“Funeral b.ikcd meats, eh, Fnr''yte ?” saul a voire in 
his ear. “ Our number’s up, I think. I’ooro!.! .Moiheniiir-- 
looking very blue. 1 think he ought to .i-k lor a second 
shirt! ” 

Soames’ tenacity began wriggling within him. 

“ The thing w.ints t.ickling,” he grumbled . “ iln' Cli.dr- 
man’s not the man for the job!” Sh.uie'. of o!d L'nile 
Jolyon! He would have rn.ide .short work ot lids! It 
wiinted a masterful li.iiid. 

“Warning to us all, For-'Vte, an dust loy.iliv! It’s not 
in the pciiod. Ah ! Fonteiuyy ! ” 

Soames bec.imc conscious of fe.itures rather above the 
level of his own. 

“Well, Mr. Forsyte, hope you’re satisfi dr A pretty 
damned mess! If I’d been the Cliairnian, I’d never h.tve 
withdrawn. Always keep hounds under your eye, Mont. 
Take it off, and they’ll go for you ! Wi h 1 roulc g-t among 
’em with a whip; I’d give it tho-c two h • ivy j ug-f.!.ed 
chaps—they mean business ! Uide‘-s you’ve got -ometldng 
up your sleeve, Mr. Forsyte, we’re di-hed.” 

“ What should I have up my sleeve ? ” said So.imes 
coldly. 

“Damn it, sir, you put the chestnuts in the fire; it’s 
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holders look after ourselves. In the first place, then, what 
I say is : They ought never to ’ave touched anything to do 
with the ’Uns. In the second place, I say they showed bad 
judgment. And in the third place I say they were too 
thick together. In my opinion, we should propose a vote 
of no confidence.” 

Cries of: “ Hear, hear! ” mixed with indeterminate 
sounds, were broken sharply by a loud ; “ No ! ” from the 
shareholder who had seemed dead. Michael’s heart went 
out to him, the more so as he still seemed dead. The 
negative was followed by the rising of a thin, polished- 
looking shareholder, with a small grey moustache. 

“ If you’ll forgive my saying so, sir,” he began, “ your 
proposal seems to me very rough-and-ready justice. 1 
should be interested to know how you would have handled 
such a situation if you had been on the Board. It is 
extremely c.isy to condemn other people ! ” 

“ Hear, hear! ” said Michael, astonished at his own 
voice. 

“It is all very well,” the polished shareholder went on, 
“ when anything of tliis sort happens, to blame a directorate, 
but, speaking as a director myself, I should be gl.ad to know 
whom one is to trust, if not one’s manager. As to the 
policy of foreign insurance, it has been before us at two 
general meetings ; and we h<ave pocketed the profit from 
it for nearly two years. Have we raised a voice against 
it ?” 

The dead shareholder uttered a “ No ! ” so loud that 
Michael almost patted his head. 

The shareholder, whose neck and back were like a doctor’s, 
rose to answer. 

“ I differ from the last speaker in his di.agnosis of the case. 
Let us .idniit all he says, and look at the thing more widely. 
The proof of pudding is in the eating. When a Govern- 
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Shareholders, directors—tliey niight howl and sh.ike th-ir 
Bsts ; he was not going to be dictated to. IK- li.-aid .i voice 
say: 

“ Will you come in, yle.ise, gentlemen ? ” 

Taking his seat aeain before hi- uniiM'd quill, he r.oiiced 
the silence—sli.irehold'Tb w.iiting for diieetoi-, dii. ct.xs for 
shareholders, “Wish I ctrnldget .iinong ’imii niih .1 v\ln|>!“ 
Extravagant words of that “ old giiine.i-pig'.-,” but e.xj'res- 
sive, somehow 1 

At last the diairni.in, who-e voice renniule,! 

Soames of a raw .-.ihul with viil pie.ired o\ er it. - ,od iiomk .ill v : 

“Well, gentlemen, we await vour [leanre ” 

That stout, red- 1 .n.(d fellow, next to Muli.e-l, itood up. 
opening hi.s png’s mouth. 

“To put it shortly, Jlr. Cli.iirm.in, we’re not .it ill siiis 
fied ; but before we t.ike .iny resohuion, we w.int to 'e.e 
what you’ve got to .-.iv.’’ 

Just below Soames, some one juni|'"d up .mi .uld. d ; 

“We’d like to know, sir, wh.it a->iir.i:ii.is you (.111 olTer 
us against an_\ thini; of ihi.s -ort in tin- Inline.’’ 

Soames saw the Cli.iiriii.in -inin— no re.il h.ickhoiie in that 
fellow ! 

“ In the nature of things, sir.’’ he .s.iid, “ none wli.ilever ! 
You can hardly suppose th.it it we li.id known o ir in.in iger 
was not worthy of oiir confidence, we should h.ive conliiiued 
him in the post for a nioineiit ! ” 

Soames thought: ‘ Th it won’t do— he’s gone back on 
himself ! ’ Yes, and ih.ii other piig-f.ired clmp b.ui '■> a it ! 

“That’s just the point, sir,’’ he wa' s.iving : “Two of 
you dtd know, and yet, there t he fellow w.is for nionihs ,,fo-r- 
wards, pl.iyin’ ’is own ’.ind, che.itin’ the S'.iieiy for all he 
was worth, I shouldn’t wonder.’’ 

One after another, they were yelping now : 

“ What about your own words } " 
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a vote of no confidence; it seems to me that we should call 
the Board in and hear what assurances they have to give 
us against a repetition of anything of the sort in the future.” 

The sounds which greeted this moderate speech were so 
inextricable that Michael could not get the sense of them. 
Not so with the speech which followed. It came from a 
shareholder on the right, with reddish hair, light eyelashes, 
a clipped moustache, and a scraped colour. 

“ I have no objection whatever to having the Board in,” 
he said in a rather jeering voice, “ and passing a vote of no 
confidence in their presence. There is a question, which 
no one has touched on, of how far, if we turn them out, we 
could make them liable for this loss. The matter is not 
clear, but there is a good sporting chance, it we like to take 
it. Whereas, if we don’t turn them out, it’s obvious we 
can’t take it, even if we wish,” 

The impression made by this speech was of quite a 
different order from any of the others. It was followed 
by a hush, as though something important had been said 
at last, Michael stared at Mr. Tolby. The stout man’s 
round, light, rather prominent eye was extraordinarily 
reflective. ‘ Trout must look like that,’ thought Michael, 

* when they see a mayfly.’ Mr. Tolby suddenly stood up. 

“ rVll right,” he said, “ ’ave ’em in ! ” 

“ Yes,” said the dead shareholder. There was no dissent. 
Michael saw some one rise and ascend the platform. 

“ Let the Press know ! ” said Mr, Tolby. 
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afiair. I am not prepared to go on giving my serviors to 
people who don’t value them. I h.ivc no p.ttience with the 
attitude displayed this afternoon. If any one iiere thinks- 
he has a grievance ag.iinst me, let him bring an action. I 
shall be happy to carry it to the 1 louse rtf Lorils, if neees ;.iry. 

I have been familiar with tlie City .ill my life, .md I h.ive 
not been in the habit ot meeting with .sinspn ions and 
ingratitude. If this is an inst.ince of presiait m iirters, 1 
have been familiar with the City long einmgh. I do iw>t 
tender my rc.signation to the meeting ; 1 resign.” 

Bowing to the Ch.iiim.iti, .ir.d pusliing b.uk his thair, hr 
walked doggedly to the dour, opened it aial p-osed 
through, 

lie sought his hat. He had not the slightest rloiibt but 
that he had .astonished their weak nerves ! TIiom- juig- 
faced fellows h.arl their mouths open ! He wouhl h.ive 
liked to see wliat he h.ul left behind, but it w.is h.iully eon- 
sistent with dignity to open the rloor .ig.iiii. lb- took a 
sandwich instead, and big.m to cat it with his back to the 
door and his hat on. Hr felt better th.iii be h.id for months. 
A voice sairl: 

“ ‘And the subscqttent proceedings interesteil him no 
more!’ I’d no idea, Forsyte, yt)u were such an or.itor ! 
You g.ave it ’em between th- eyes ! Never s.iw a ine-ting 
so knt>ckcd out ! Well, you’ve s.iv-rl the Bo.ird by focussing 
their resentment ctitirely on yourself. It was very g-ilhiiit, 
Forsyte ! ” 

So.ames growled through his sandwich : 

“ Nothing of the sort ! Are you out, too ? ” 

“Yes. I pressed my resign.iiion. Ih.ii retl-f.icerl fellow 
was proposing .a vote of confirh iice in the Ho.irtl wh-n 1 left 
—and they’ll p.ass it, Forsyte—they'll pass it ! Something 
was said about financi.il liability, by the w.iy ! ” 

“ Was there I ” said Soames, with a grim smile : “ That 
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up to you to pull ’em out. I can’t afford to lose these 
fees !” 

Soames heard Sir Lawrence murmur : “ Crude, my dear 
Fontenoy ! ” and said with malice : 

“ You may lose more than your fees ! ” 

“ Can’t! They may have Eaglcscourt to-morrow, and 
take a loss off my hands.” A gleam of feeling burned up 
suddenly in the old eyes : “ The country drives you to the 
wall, skins you to the bone, and expects you to give ’em 
public service gratis. Can’t be done, Mont—can’t be 
done ! ” 

Soames turned away; he had an utter disinclination for 
talk, like one standing before an open grave, watching a 
coffin slowly lowered. Here was his infallibility going— 
going ! He had no illusions. It would all be in the papers, 
and his reputation for sound judgment gone for ever ! 
Biller ! No more would the Forsytes s.ay : “ Soames s.ays 

-” No more would old Gradman follow him with eyes 

like an old dog’s, grudging sometimes, but ever submitting 
to inf.illibility. It would be a n.asty jar for the old fellow. 
His business acquaintances—after all, they were not many, 
now !—would no longer stare with envious respect. He 
wondered if the reverberations would reach Dumetrius, and 
the picture market! The sole comfort was : Fleur needn’t 
know. Fleur ! Ah ! If only her business were safely over ! 
For a moment his mind became empty of all else. Then 
with a rush the present filled it up again. Why were they 
all talking as if there were a corpse in the room i Well! 
There was—the corpse of his inf.illibility ! As for monetary 

.ss—that seemed second.iry, remote, incredible—like a 
future life. Mont had said something about loyalty. He 
didn’t know what loyalty had to do with it! But if they 
thought he was going to show any white feather, they were 
extremely mistaken. Acid courage welled up into his brain. 
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He turned into the Poultry before he knew «hy he h id 
come there. Well, he might as well tell Gr-.dmin .it • ve 
that he must exercise his own judument in the f.iture. At 
the mouth of the backwater he p lu-ed for a ■ lo-.,!, .i' if 
to print its bufiness on his biain. He wo.dd ri'i.,n his 
trusts, private and all ! He had no notion of le ii.tr r, d 
at in the family. But a sudden wav of renu luht .me 
almost washed his heart into his boots. W'ls. t .1 t ih- of 
trust deeds executed, le.ise.s renewed, ho |., s old, inv' -t- 
ments decided on—in that b.ick room up theie; -..liat .1 
mint of quiet satisfaction in estates well in r: u-e.i 1 .\li ! 

well ! He would continue to mati.ipe hi- own. .\'- f- ' tiw 
others, they must look out for theneelve^, cow .\;,d a 
precious time they’d have of it, in f.ice of tie- lU!’.; tieie 
was about! 

He mounted the stone steps slowly. 

In the repository of Forsyte atT n!-. he w. s f i. ' d hv the 
unusual—not (Iradman, hut. on the ho v n, ' t.i! .1 1 
ripe melon alongside a str.iw b.ig. bo .ue •- .i.i,h d I ..r 

thing smelled delicious. He luhl it to tie- In i.t I. 

greeny yellow tinge, its network of 'hr' id <] i’" f o ' ' 
Was old Gr.ulman going to throw us iind .d o.u, like that 
white monkey t 

He was still holding it when a voice - lid : 

“Aoh! I wasn’t expecting yon to .! ly. Mr. bo.unes I 
was going early ; my wife s got .1 litil'- j'-oi;. 

“So I see!” said Soames, rcsiorii'i- th- nv Ion to tlw 
table. “Thorc’.s nothing for you to do .it tie moii.-i.i, 1 c.t 
I came in to tell you to draw my n .ign.aioi , fi .m ;i,e 
Forsyte trusts.” 

The old chap’s face was such a study th.u he co .Id not 
help a smile. 

“ You can keep me in Timothy s ; f>ut the reM m .o g<c 
Young Roger can attend to them. I h ’" T’' nothing to do 
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“ You admitted collective responsibility.” 

“ You said you were perfectly satisfied with the attitude 
of your co-directors in the matter.” Regular pack ! 

Soames saw the Chairman incline his head as if he wanted 
to shake it; old Fontenoy muttering, old Mothergill blowing 
his nose, Meyricke shrugging his sharp shoulders. Sud¬ 
denly he was cut off from view of them—Sir Lawrence was 
standing up between. 

“ Allow me a word ! Speaking for myself, I find it impos¬ 
sible to accept the generous attempt of the Chairman to 
shoulder a responsibility which clearly rests on me. If I 
made a mistake of judgment in not disclosing our suspicions, 
I must pay the penalty ; and I think it will clear the—er— 
situation if I tender my resignation to the meeting.” 

Soames saw him give a little bow, place his monocle in 
his eye, and sit down. 

A murmur greeted the words—.ipproval, surprise, 
deprecation, admiration ? It had been g.-illantly done. 
Soames distrusted gallantry—there was always a dash of 
the peacock about it. He felt curiously savage. 

“ I, apparently,” he said, rising, “ am the other incrimi¬ 
nated director. Very good ! I am not conscious of having 
done anything but my duty from beginning to end of this 
affair. I am confident that 1 made no mistake of judgment. 
And I consider it entirely unjust that I should be penalised. 
I have had worry and anxiety enough, without being made 
a scapegoat by shareholders who accepted this policy with¬ 
out a murmur, before ever I came on the Board, and are 
now angry because they have lost by it. You owe it to me 
that the policy h.as been dropped : You owe it to me that 
you have no longer a fraudulent person for a manager. 
And you owe it to me that you were called together to-day 
to p.ass judgment on the matter. 1 have no intention what¬ 
ever of singing small But there is another aspect to this 
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“Well, Soamcs, I tlunk you diJ fplrndh/'r; it srn.s 
them right! ” 

Conscious that his narrative nia«t li.ive tUr 

truth as it would not appear to the pu\ 1 ^. .lues 
muttered: 

“ That’s all very well; you'll fu d a t t iy dilTereiit V' l .ion 
in the financial papers.” 

“Oh ! but nobody reads them. I sliohldii't v.otry. Do 
you do Cou£ ? Such a conifon.iblc litil'' m.u . So..\:u'- ; I 
went to hear him. It’.s rather a bore ioiitetinu •, b u it's 
quite the latest t'^ing.” 

Soames became inaudible—he never eonf -S'i.! .i d ne s. 

“ And how,” asked Winifred, “ i' l ieiir - litil - .itl. ir ? 

“ ‘ Little affair ! ’ ” echoed a voiie ibove );i-. In- ul I !i i' 
bird ! It was clinging to the broc.ide curi.iin--, nan mg its 
neck up and down. 

“ Polly 1 ” said Winifred ; “ don’t Iv n.uiyh'y ! ” 

“ Soames 1 ” said the bird. 

“ I’ve taught him that. I.m’t he r.ither 'ueet r ” 

“ No,” said Soames. ” I should riiiit him up : he'll spoil 
your curtains.” 

The vexation of the afternimn h.ul reviv d wiil.m lam 
suddenly. What was life, but p.inotry r Wh it .'id p-o, le 
see of the real truth ? They just repe.ued e.ich otle r, !.b ■ .. 
lot of shareholders, or got tlmir pm iou^ sentom-nis oui o 
The Daily Liar. For one person who took .i li-m, .. hm.dr d 

followed on, like sheej> 1 ..... 

“ You’ll stay and dine, dear boy ! ” s id Wii.i.reil. 

Yes ! he would dine. 11 . id she a rn< hm, by .u.y > ' 

He’d no inclination to go and sit oj-p.. it- hi wife -u ■' i 

Square. Ten to one Fl-ur would not be d-i.Mi. .\i.«- 

young Michael—the fellow h.id been there th.o .i.fit.ooa 
and witnessed the whole thing ; he d no wi i to go o. 
again. 
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cock won’t fight. Their only chance was to claim against 
the Board for initiating foreign assurance ultra vires ; if 
they’re re-affirming the Board, after the question’s been 
raised in open meeting, they’re dished. Nothing’ll lie 
against you and me, for not disclosing our suspicions—that’s 
certain.” 

“ A relief, I confess,” said Sir Lawrence, with a sigh. 
“ It was the speech of your life, Forsyte ! ” 

Perfectly well aware of that, Soames shook his head. 
Apart from the horror of seeing himself in print, he was 
beginning to feel that he had been extr.avagaut. It was 
always a mistake to lose your temper ! A bitter little smile 
came on his lips. Nobody, not even Mont, would see how 
unjustly he had been treated. 

« Well,” he said, “ I shall go.” 

“ I think I shall wait, Forsyte, and hear the upshot.” 

“ Upshot ? They’ll appoint two other fools, and slaver 
over each other. Shareholders ! Good-bye ! ” He moved 
to the door. 

Passing the Bank of England, he had a feeling of w.alking 
away from his own life. His acumen, his judgment, his 
manner of dealing with affairs—aspersed ! They didn’t like 
it; well—he w'ould leave it! Catch him meddling, in 
future ! It was all of a piece with the modern state of 
things. Hand to mouth, and the steady men pushed to the 
wall! The men to whom a pound was a pound, and not a 
mess of chance and paper. The men who knew that the 
good of the country was the strict, straight conduct of their 
own affairs. They were not wanted. One by one, they 
would get the go-by—as he had got it—in favour of Jack-o’- 
lanterns, revolutionaries, restless chaps, or clever, unscrupu¬ 
lous fellows, like Elderson. It was in the air. No amount 
of eating your cake and wanting to have it could take the 
place of common honesty 
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Ok nil R\t K 

WiiF.N his f.itlur-iii l.iw bow J lo tli- Cli inn tii o ti 
withdrew, Mii-h k 1 li id rt 'U.ii:'.' d ,i '■iron,.' d \r • m 'lioin ; 
“ Brnvu ! ” Wlio'd ll ivr tlioiijdu lhf“od i;i iii’’ loiild 
let fly like thii r He li d “ j’.ot ilwir i;-'!. • " w::!i i vi u 
ge.ince. Quite .in interv.d of fn,.- iirx d vi.i'i.non 
followed, before liis neinUboi.r, Mi. Siwdiy, in .li- iii.n ill 
heurd .It l.ist. 

“Now th.it the direetor iin]'ln I'.id li.w n- ’nH'd, I sh !1 
’ave ple.iMirc in projiodn;,' .1 voti of loi.ri.ii e in iln nsi 
of the Board.” 

Mich.iel s.uv liih f.iiin r ii-.e, a Imle li .uky .md iniling, 
and bow to the Clinrin.in. *' I i.ilc’’ my ri'i n.uion as 
accepted ..Ro; if yon peiinit ni ", I will i''i'. .Mr. I'or-yte in 
retirement.” 

Sonii; one w.is s.iyiny : 

“ I sh.iil be '.;l.id to second th.it voii of loi.li.li nc.” 

And bnishiny p.wt the knees of Mi. Si.idiy, .Mn li iel 
sonyht the door. I’roin tin re h ■ loi.Id o e ili.u in .riy ' very 
hand was r.ii'ed in favour of ih- vue of lonlnience; .c 1 
with the thoiijiht : ‘'llrown 0 . -h >h .ri i.ol.b !' In- 
m.ule his w.iv out of th' hoii-l. D'hi iiypi'V'no 1 li.ni 
from seeking out tlm-e two. Iln y h .d - .v. d .I.' ir i.i;'..i!y ; 
but the dogi h.ul h..d iln* f t. 

Hurrying wiwt, he reib 1 1 ' d on ; In- rie.;-h 1} ■ of j-. . i<'. 
The sh.ireholder.> h.ul .1 L'li V .nee, of loni e ; md onn one 
h..d to get it in the neck to ■ r.iuy th-.r e-;.,,. of np.ity. 
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A gruff and deprecating: “ Dear me ! They won’t like 
it! ” irritated Soames. 

“ Then they must lump it! I want a rest.” 

He did not mean to enter into the reason—Gradman 
could read it for himself in the Financial News, or whatever 
he took in. 

“ Then I shan’t be seeing you so often, Mr. Soames; 
there’s never anything in Mr. Timothy’s. Dear me! I’m 
quite upset. Won’t you keep your sister’s J ” 

Soames looked at the old fellow, and compunction 
stirred within him—as ever, at any sign that he was 
appreciated. 

“ Well,” he said, “ keep me in hers ; I shall be in about 
my own ailairs, of course. Good afternoon, Gradman. 
That’s a fine melon.” 

He waited for no more words. The old chap ! He 
couldn’t last much longer, anyway, sturdy as he looked! 
Well, they would find it hard to match him ! 

On reaching the Poultry, he decided to go to Green Street 
and see Winifred—qucerly and suddenly homesick for the 
proximity of Park Lane, for the old secure days, the efflores¬ 
cent privacy of his youth under the wings of James and 
Emily. Winifred alone represented for him now, the past; 
her solid nature never varied, however much she kept up 
with the fa.shions. 

He found her, a little youthful in costume, drinking 
Chinese tea, which she did not like—but what could one do, 
other teas were “ common ! ” She had taken to a parrot. 
Parrots were coming in again. The bird made a dreadful 
noise. Whether under its influence or that of the Chinese 
tea—which, made in the English way, of a brand the Chinese 
grew for foreign stomachs, always upset him—he was soon 
telling her the whole story. 

When he had finished, Winifred said comfortably ; 
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it? 

speaking in French, of being called •' mon c/vr.” .d ih,- v%,.-ds 
trots hcufis. , . , 1 he lio^’ior Say* \»i!c in,.-’! not ,vtiiiv 
—all goes for the best." Ag.,!-! ilni nt....n. .ind ;h.- d ..w 
sLi't in his f.ice ; .she w.is gone. M ,li .d in,, j ,,,) ,. dear 
on the rug with perfectly eld su.-.it oo. ing Irom h.in. .i;d 
his n.iils dug deep into his p.ilins. 

‘ 'I'hi> is how one becomes .1 f.itlu-r ! ’ he tho iehi : ‘ Tlii- 
is how I bec.une a son ! ’ Th.it luo.n.i: g ! II .ocll.ot 
bear to stay there, .iiul he coul.l r.ot b.' .. to go .1 s ,v It 
might bo hours, yet ! lie kept n p.-oi:,; to hbn •‘tin- 
must not worry--mu t not woity!" ||o,v e.i i'\ . ,.l ! 
How meaningIe.^s ! Ilf, br.iii,. hi- le .ot, i,.iii-ing I 1 1 If I, 
lighted on the sti.u'.c’est relief wlmh lo , 1.1 10, d iv li .ve 
come to him. Suppo-e thi th.ld bimg bori:. h .d not '„ en 
his—had been —liifii WilfiivTs; how vtoold lie li-iv- bent 
feeling, here, out.-,ide this door ? 1 : niu'h, it iiuel:i so 

easily have been—since nothing w.w s u ted, now I Nothiitg 
except—yes, just th.it whi,h w.is ile.ner th.,ii oif !f ju i 
that which w.is in there, mo.od.ig. lb ..■d l not bi-.ir it 
on the rug, .ind went ilown-.i.iirs. A ros- oid .icro-s the 
copper floor, a cig.ir in his nionih, he ..node in v.i.'ie, 
rebellious .igony. W'liy sluml.i ! irih be bln- tins ? A'ul the 
answer W.IS : It i-n’t- not it. t'liin.i ! To 1 , ive th • cree i ih.it 
nothing mattered-.md tl.e.i run it.to it like this! Some¬ 
thing born .tt 3U1 It a < o,t, must m.i! ter, -houl l •i'..ii ti r. < )fe 
must see to th.it ! Speeul.ition ce.i-i.l in M.i b-tel’s !.r..in; 
he stood, iistciiii'.g tenii ly. Nolliuigl I b-1 o..M :,ot l>e .r 
it down there, .tnd went up .ig.ui.. No o ...d .it ti; ', .r d 
then another nio.m ! 'bUt- time he ib d i',;.i lii, '-t . 'y. ■ d 
tanged round the room, looking at the (.u'' o-., of ;\ . i y 
Greene. lie ilid not see a sin.,].- m.e, i m. !.l .' ' 

thought him of “Old Forsyte.’ I f • o. ;.i bi to 1 

He rang up the “ Connois'-'eur',’’the “ !<•-.f■: I 

own faihcr’s clubs, in ca^e they rnighi have gone i..ere 
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He was washing his hands for dinner, when a maid, out¬ 
side, said: 

” You’re wanted on the ’phone, sir.” 

Michael’s voice came over the wire, strained and husky; 

“ That you, sir i ” 

“ Yes. What is it f ” 

“ Fleur. It began this afternoon at three. I’ve been 
trying to reach you.” 

“ What ? ” cried Soames. “ How ? Quick ! ” 

“ They 8.iy it’s all normal. But it’s so awful. They say 
quite soon, now.” The voice broke off. 

“ My God ! ” said Soames. “ My hat ! ” 

By the front door the maid was asking: “ Shall you be 
back to dinner, sir ? ” 

“ Dinner 1 ” muttered Soames, and was gone. 

He hurried along, almost running, his eyes searching for a 
cab. None to be had, of course ! None to be had ! Oppo¬ 
site the Iseeum Club he got one, open in the fine weather 
after last night’s storm. That storm 1 He might have 
known. Ten days before her time. Why on earth hadn’t 
he gone straight back, or at least telephoned where he would 
be ? All that he had been thniugh that afternoon was gone 
like smoke Poor child! Poor little thing ! And what about 
twilight sleep ? Why hadn’t he been there ? He might have 
—^nature ! Damn it! Nature—as if it couldn’t leave even 
her alone ! 

“ Get on ! ” he said, leaning out : “ Double fare ! ” 

Past the Connoisseurs, and the Palace, and Whitehall; 
past all preserves whence nature was excluded, deep in the 
waters of primitive emotion Soames sat, grey, breathless. 
Past Big Ben—eight o’clock ! Five hours ! Five hours of 
it! 

“ Let it be over! ” he muttered aloud« “ Let it be 
over, God 1 ” 
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“ Her father, mon cher ; try to fi;ul lu r f.itlu r ! ” 

‘‘ I have—I can't! " g.i'^po’d Mich.u l. 

“Try Green Street—Mrs. D.irtie. Ce«r.;ce.' All U 
nornitil—it will be cjuitc suon, now.** 

When he h.td ruiiR up Gr. en Street .ind he, n led .,t 
last, he sat with the d.n.r of hisMitdy op-n. t-r -OM 

Forsyte ” to come. H.df his si-ht'rein.irk. d .. i„u„d hole 
burnt in his trou.'cr Ie«—he h.idn’r even tio-ieed liie -in<ll; 
hadn’t even realised th.it he hid h.'en .snuikir.;. H.- tuiot 
pull himself t<>;roiher for the “old m.in.” He |jr.,rd the hell 
ring, and ran down to open. 

“ Well ? ” said So.imes. 

“ Not yet, sir. Come up to my stiulv. It’s nr.irer." 

They went upside by sii'e. Th.it tmn i;r,v li .id, oiili the 
deep furrow between the eyes, .ind tho e .-e,-, iriiu; .is il 
at pain behind them, ste.uhed Miih.iel. I’,.or old ihip! 
He was “forit.” too ! Tliey were both on “tin ii up]', rs ’’! 

“ Have a peg. .sir ? I’ve got br.indy here.” 

“ Yes,’’ s.tid So.imes. “ Anything." 

With the br.uidies in their h.iiid . h.df r.ii- ed, they !!• tened 
—^jerked their hands up, dr.uik. 'I'hev were .lutoin.nic, like 
two doll figures worked by the s.ime stiiiijr. 

“ Cigarette, sir f ” s.iid Mieh.iel. 

Soames nodtled. 

With the lighted tig.irettes just not in tlnir mouths, they 
listened, put them in, took them out, putf. d • mol.-e, 
Michael had his right .inn light .urn - Id. rhe t. Sounds 
his left. They formed .1 p.uiern, thus, si,!.- 1 y ide. 

“ Bad to stiek, sir. Sorry ! ” 

Soames nodded. Ilii teeth were < h iu h- d S.id.dt niy his 
h.and rdaxed. 


“Listen!” he said. So mils —i!if7'i;.;;i--eoi 


d ! 


Michael’s hand seixed .‘•omeihing, gripped :• li-.r 1 ; i' w.'ts 
cold, thin—the hand of So.imes. Tlu.y ..it thus, h.inJ in 
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They had pitched on Old Forsyte, who, of all, was least to 
blame; for if Bart had only held his tongue, they would 
certainly have lumped him into the vote of confidence. All 
very natural and illogical;—and four o’clock already ! 

“Counterfeits”! The old feeling for Wilfrid was strong 
in him this day of publication. One must do everything one 
could for his book—^poor old son ! There simply must not 
bf a frost. 

After calling in at two big booksellers, he made for his 
club, and closeted himself in the telephone booth. In old 
days they “ took cabs and went about.” Ringing-up was 
quicker—^was it ? With endless vexations, he tracked 
down Sibley, Na/ing, Upohirc, Mtister, and h:ilf-a-df)zen 
others of the elect. He struck a considered note likely to 
move them. The book—he said—was bound to “ get the 
goat of the old guard ” and the duds generally; it would 
want a bit of drum-beating from the cognoscenti. To each 
of them he appetiled as the only one whose praise really 
mattered. “ If you haven’t reviewed the book, old chap, 
will you ? It’s you who count, of course.” And to each he 
added ; “ I don’t care two straws whether it sells, but I do 
want old Wilfrid to get his due.” And he meant it. The 
publisher in Michael was dead during that hour in the tele¬ 
phone booth, the friend .alive and kicking hard. He came 
out with swe.at running down his forehead, quite exhausted ; 
and it was half-past live. 

‘ Cup of tea—and home ! ’ he thought. He reached his 
door at six. Ting-a-ling, absolutely unimportant, was 
cowering in the far corner of the hall. 

“ What’s the m.itter, old man } ” 

A sound from above, which made his blood run cold, 
answered—a long, low moaning. 

“ Oh, God ! ” he gasped, and ran upstairs. • 

Annette met liiin at the door. He was conscious of her 



CIIAriRR XV 


C.VLM 

On waking from doep slft-p next nioriiiii:*, MiihtiTs first 
thought was : ‘ Fleur is back ! ’ lie tla it rrttirMi>.. i''.l 
To his : “ O.K, ? ” wlii'pereil .it her Joiii, lie reeeivnl ail 
emphatic nod from the tiurse. 

In the midst of excited ex]'i'ctaiiiei he n ' :i' • .1 <. -h 
modernity to think : ‘ No more Muib ! tio o.d e.it No n 
breakfast quietly! ’ 

In the dining-room Soames was de > . inc: the bii.k n eej; 
before him. He looked up as M:eha'1 entirnl. .r. l h'l' iil 
his face in his cup. Miiliad u;uh - lood om! <ti\ ; tier 
had sat hand in hand! lie saw, too. that the joit'i! 
opened by his plate was ut a lineiii 11 ' i. iti.f. 

“Anything about the tnieiing, or r \o,;r ■-pei h ninst 
rend like one o'chick ! ” 

With a queer little snund Smiu. s h-Kl o ;t tin- p.;-!. 
The headlines ran : “ Stotmy ni -ti.ia f v ' "e''' "* ’ 

directors—a vote of confideiic M lie' !a...in il oo,\a 

till he came to : 

“Mr. Forsyte, ih<' chrector i'voK. d. in ■ ■: "h ol - nn- 
length, said he had no intention of bwr •' -taa!.^ lb- 
deprecated the behaviour of the -n.. • .as a r , ■ 

been accustomed to meet with-'ll ji .. 11 t i * 

resignation.” 

Michael dropped the .sheet. ^ 

“By love!” he s.hd ■-*“ Invol-. 
rhcy’ve given it a luin, a- ii* ' ■'"* 
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together after the meeting. He drew blank everywhere. It 
was half-past seven. How much longer was this going on ? 
He went back to the bedroom door; could hear nothing. 
Then down again to the hall. Ting-a-ling was lying by the 
front door, now. ‘ Fed-up ! ’ thought Michael, stroking 
his back, and mechanically clearing the letter-box. Just 
one letter—Wilfrid’s writing ! He took it to the foot of the 
stairs, and read it with half his brain, the other half wonder¬ 
ing—wandering up there. 

“ Dear Mont, —I start to-morrow to try and cross 
Arabia. I thought you might like a line in case Arabia 
crosses me. I have recovered my senses. The air here is 
too clear for sentiment of any kind ; and passion in exile 
soon becomes sickly. I am sorry I made you so much dis¬ 
turbance. It was a mistake for me to go back to England 
after the war, and hang about writing drivel for smart young 
women and inky folk to read. Poor old England—she’s in 
for a bad time. Give her my love ; the same to yourselves. 

“ Yours ever, 

“ Wilfrid Desert. 

“ P.S.—If you’ve published the things I left behind, send 
any royalties to me care of my governor.—^W. D.” 

Half Michael’s bruin thought: ‘ Well, that’s that! And 
the book coming out to-day! ’ Queer! Was Wilfrid 
right—was it all a blooming gafi—the inky stream ? Was 
one just helping on Engl.md’s sickness i Ought they all to 
get on camels and ride the sun down ? And yet, in books 
were comfort and diversion; and they were wanted 1 
England had to go on—go on ! ‘ No retreat, no retreat, 
they must conquer or die who have no retreat! ’ . . . God ! 
There it was again ! Back he flew upstairs, with his ears 
covered, and his eyes wild. The sounds ceased ; Annette 
came out to him. 
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backward under Michael’s arm. His whole d ru' ■!,. ir 
displayed a knowing criliei-m. “ " lie seeir, ,i to 

say, “ we do it in China. Judgmeni n ^ervt d i ” 

“ What eyes ! ” said Mich.iel ; “ We n. ed \‘i u-ll f'lm ih.it 
this was brought from Chehea by the doeioi." 

FJeur gave the tiniest laugh. 

“ Put him down, Michael.” 

Michael put him down, and he went to h'-- erner. 

“ 1 mustn’t talk,” said Fleur, “ hut 1 w.tat to. f I’.’v ; 
as if I’d been dumb for months.” 

‘ Just as I felt,’ thought Mich.iel, ‘ she’^ h'm aw.ty, .i\v. y 
somewhere, utterly aw.ty.’ 

“ It was like being held down, MiiU.nl M" 'W of not 
being yourself.” 

Michael s.aid softly: “Yes! the proe* - i< I i hind tie 
times! Has he got any hair? My nioilar w.inis to 
know.” 

Fleur revealed the head ot the elevi n:li h.ironer, eovi od 
with d.irk down. 

“ Like my grandmother’s; hut it’ll get li' liter, lli-teyes 
are going to he grey. Oh ! and, Mich lel, .ihinii god p.ueuii* i 
Alison, of course—but men ? ” 

Michael dwelled a little before .mswering : 

“ I b.id a letter from Wilfrid ye'-terd iv. Wi nhl y<iu li'se 
him ? He’s still out there, hut 1 lould hold tin- s]’o;.;;i- lot 
him in church.” 

“ Is he all right again ? ” 

“ He says so.” 

He could not re.ul the (■xrre<-<-ion of her - • 1 n» her I.p'- 

were pouted slightly. 

“ Yes,” she said : " and I think one’s don’t y-.ii ? 

Mine never gave me ant thing.” 

“ One of mine gave me ;i I d !■■. -u.d <1 ■ ''e me a 

wdgging. Wilfrid, then.” A'.>1 le lent ot r-r h-r. 
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uoi.il, at the doorv.’-’y, for how long neither 

knew. 

Suddenly that doorway darkened; a figure in grey stood 
there—Annette ! 

“ li is all r-right 1 A son I ” 
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Soamcs joined him. Side by side they contemplated the 
white monkey. 

“ He won't be happy till he pets it,” s.,id Mieb i.-l, at 1 ist : 
“The only thing is, you see, he doesn't kisaw what 
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“ The papers ! ” said Soames, and resumed his egg. 

Michael sat down, and stripped the skin off a banana. 
* “ Nothing became him like his death,” ’ he thought: 
‘ Poor old boy ! ’ 

“ Well, sir,” ho said, “ I was there, and all I can say is : 
You and my father were the only two people who excited 
my respect.” 

“ That! ” said Soames, putting down his spoon. 

Michael perceived that he wished to be alone, and 
swallowing the banana, went to his study. Waiting for his 
summftns, he rang up his father. 

“ None the worse for yesterday, sir ? ” 

Sir L.awrence’s voice came clear and thin, rather high. 

“ Poorer and wiser. What’s the bulletin ? ” 

“Top-hole.” 

“ Our love to both. Your mother wants to know if he 
has any hair f ” 

“ Haven’t seen him yet. I’m just going.” 

Annette, indeed, was beckoning him from the doorway. 

“ She wants you to bring the little dog, man cher.” 

With Ting-a-ling under his arm, and trending on tiptoe, 
Michael entered. The eleventh baronet! He did not seem 
to amount to much, beneath her head bent over him. 
And surely her hair was darker 1 He w.alked up to the bed, 
and touched it reverently. 

Fleur raised her head, and reve.tled the baby sucking 
vigorously at her little finger. “ Isn’t he a monkey ? ” 
said her faint voice. 

Michael nodded. A monkey clearly—but whether white 
—that was the question ! 

“ And yon, sweetheart ? ” 

“ All right now, but it was-” She drew her breath in, 

-nd her eyes darkened : “ Ting, look ! ” 

The Chinese dog, with nostrils delicately moving, drew 
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Her eyes seemed to make him a little Ironic apology. He 
kissed her haif, and moved hurriedly away. 

By the Uoor Soames was standing, awaiting his 
turn. 

“ Just a minute only, sir,” the nurse was saying. 

Soames walked up to the bedside, and stood looking at 
his daughter. 

“ Dad, dear ! ” Michael heard her say. 

Soames just touched her hand, nodded, as if implying 
approval of the baby, and came walking back, but, in a 
mirror, Michael saw his lips quivering. 

On the ground floor once more, he had the most intense 
desire to sing. It would not do ; and, entering the Chinese 
room, he stood staring out into the sunlit square. Gosh! 
It was good to be alive ! Say what you liked, you couldn’t 
beat it! They might turn their noses up at life, and look 
down them at it; they might bolster up the future and the 
past, but—give him the present! 

‘ I’ll have that white monkey up again ! ’ he thought. 
* I’ll see the brute further before he shall depress me ! ’ 

He went out to a closet under the stairs, and, from 
beneath four pairs of curtains done up in moth-preserver and 
brown paper, took out the picture. He held it away from 
him in the <lim light. The creature’s eyes! It was all in 
those eyes ! 

“ Never mind, old son ! ” he said : “ Up you go ! ” And 
he carried it into the Chinese room. 

Soames was there. 

“ I’m going to put him up again, sir.” 

Soames nodded. 

“ Would you hold him, while I hook the wire ? ” 

Soames held the picture. 

Returning to the copper floor, Michael said ; 

“ All right, sir ! ” and stood back. 
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